the SENSATIONAL 


520 ВАМК- EXCEEDS $200,000 
in SEVEN YEARS Fantastic! but true! 


ФДА commencing bank of $20 will exceed $200,000 in 7 years if the SUPER SELECTIONS 
of “THE BLUE CHIP SELECTION PLAN” are allied to the 
TREMENDOUS PUNTING FORCE of “THE BLUE CHIP STAKING PLAN” 


The NEWEST racing discovery 
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: BLUE CHIP 


ONE HORSE ONLY PER RACE! 


NO CONNECTION WHATSOEVER TO ANY SYSTEM YET PUBLISHED 


* Tested over SEVEN YEARS. 
+ AVERAGED SEVEN winners in every ten selections, 
+ Winners at prices up to 7/1. 


MAKE RACING PAY WITH THIS TESTED SYSTEM 
You will be astounded at first with its simplicity of 
operation and then when you start to work it, with tts 


amazing success! It is one of the easiest to finance and the 


BEST PAYABLE SYSTEM ever offered — no worry with 
riders — betting fluctuations — barrier positions or other 


THE “BLUE CHIP 7" is strictly ONE HORSE ONLY 
PER RACE! 

171 selections for 126 wınners 

171 selections for 150 placed 

Longest run of "outs" is three — longest run of "outs" 
for place 15 two, which happened only once 
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complications This system requires no keeping of RESULTS: 

books or records and is simplicity itself Land W Land WW L W 139 L W W W Lend WW W L 
If the Super Selections of "The Blue Chip Selection Plan" И ATCO REL Po eis + 
are allied to the tremendous Punting Force of WLWWW W Lad Www WW WL Ww WL Ww W 
“THE BLUE CHIP STAKING PLAN”, a punter needs only L L3rd WoL W W W Land W W W W W L W Land W 
one good, solid proven system to show him big, regular Lard WW WW WL WW L2nd W Land W L WW WWW 
profits — start betting small or large — it makes no difference Ww w w ow VOD ele petu e tele ent Mess 
you can be assured of laying the foundations for a NEA e signal win 
constant, regular Income for years and ycars to come Lard WWW 


Ж NOTE THESE IMPORTANT FACTS Ж 


Only a VERY SMALL BANK required to commence 8. The SELECTION METHOD holds no terrors — quite 
Y ou back only ONE horse in any one race — never more simple and straightforward. 

. Selections can be made ina few minutes and are known 9 Easy straightforward staking system supplied 
оп race mornings If desired, betting for the one with each copy 
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meeting may be made at the one time. 10 171 selections for 126 winners 
4. Simple to operate T.A В or Course 11. 171 selections for 150 placed 
5. Seven years results provided — including staking. 12. Longest run of “outs” is three — longest run of “outs” 
6 No records or tabulations of any Kind necessary except for place is two, which happened only once 
of course, the record of your own betting transactions 13 Winners at prices up to 7/1 
7 Tested over seven years and is a levebstake 14. You have complete control of proceedings at all times 
winner in every year 15. No connection whatsoever to any system yet published 
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А В. Horsley, 


Turf Research Dept, Box 98, P. О ,Dee Why 2099 


Please forward under plain cover the Blue Chip 
System and Staking Plan $1000 enclosed herewith 


ONE HORSE ONLY 
PER RACE! 
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18 TANTAMOUNT TO RICH POTENTIAL 
FANTASTIC! — BUT TRUE! 
BANK 820 — $224,388.65 — 7 YEARS 


1 . POSTCODE 
Postal Orders, Money Orders make payable at Dee 
Why Post Office SEVEN YEARS RESULTS are 


included with cach copy of the System 
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FILL IN ORDER FORM — RIGHT NOW P 
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Fool's Gold 


Barton was determined to beat the giant croc that 
guarded the secret of Halliday's Reef, but... 


CHADWICK STIRRED the campfire 
and watched the sun set behind the 
jungle-clad hills His long features 
were cnnkled with worry “I’m not 
gomg out on the nyer tonight, 
Barton,” he said 

Barton, square-faced, thickset, 
stopped adyusting the spotlight on 
the dinghy “Why not?” he asked 
roughly 

“Because it’s not worth the effort. 
All the crocs have been shot out of 
this ara Im sorry I came up to 
Queensland I should have stayed in 
Sydney.” 

“You were broke,” Barton said 
harshly 

“Anything would have been bet- 
ter than this,” Chadwick replied. 

Barton swung a battery on board 
the dinghy and connected the spot- 
hight He picked up the пћеѕ and 
looked at them “We might have luck 
tonight,” he said 

“Huh? Chadwick grunted “You 
can bave tt on your own Pm going 
back to Sydney * 

Barton yumped from the boat on 
to the grassy bank He walked over 
to Chadwick and squatted in front of 
the fire He poured hımself a mug of 
coffee “Things bave been tough,” he 
sud. 

“Pll say they have,” Chadwick 
growied “Ten days and not one 
skin. We'll get nothing here.” Barton 
frowned, deep 1n thought 

“The stores wil soon be gone," 
Chadwick added. “What then? We've 
got to get a dollar somewhere” 


“Pike Halliday's reef,” Barton said , 


thoughtfully. 

“What”? Chadwick asked. 

“Pike Halliday,” Barton said, his 
dark eyes alight “I met him the last 
time I was here He's an old guy — 
must be 80 I stayed at hıs camp a 
couple of nights He talked a lot of 
rubbish but there might be some 
trath ın what he said.” 

“What did he say?” 

“There’s a reef loaded with gold 


FICTION/JOHN P. GILDERS 


cuttmg across one of the creeks 
whch flow into the пуег. It’s 
guarded by a huge bull croc about 30 
feet long Old Pike says that anybody 
who tues to take the gold will be 
torn to pieces by the croc” 

“Jesus”? Chadwick exclaimed He 
looked at Barton unbelicvingly. “И 
sounds crazy ” 

“Yeah,” Barton agreed. “But you 
know what these old timers are Шке 
They've been in the bush so long 
they dream up all kinds of stories 
But there 1s alluva] gold in tbe river 
It must have been washed down from 
somewhere Maybe there 15 a reef” 

“I don’t beheve 1t,” Chadwick 
sud , 

"Let's talk to old Pike," Barton 
insisted. 

"Where's his camp?” 

“About 10 miles up-nver." 

Chadwick grimaced. He wasn’t 
keen at all As far as he was 
concemed, the expedition north had 
been a washout and all he wanted 
was to get back to Sydney. He was 
not interested за a mystery reef “I 
don’t know,” he growled 

“You'll have to come with me,” 
Barton said curtly. “Fm taking the 
boat.” 

Chadwick stared at hm Once 
Barton got an idea m hus head he 
could not be stopped. He sighed — 
there was nothing much he could do 
It was Bartons boat and Barton 
owned most of the gear 

“Okay,” he said reluctantly. 

* + E 

“Jesus! Chadwick said “Just 
look at that!” 

Barton tied the boat to a tree 
stump He looked up and saw а girl 
standmg outside a tent about 100 
yards away She was dressed in blue 
jeans, black boots and wore a red 
nylon shirt whach struggled to hold 
her heavy, rounded breasts A Нос of 
gold buttons elinted in the sun 

“Hit? Chadwick yelied enthustas- 
tically 


The girl stared at the two men, 
her handsome face expressionless. 
She picked up a пйе from inside the 
tent and walked towards the river 

“Whats your name?” Chadwick 
asked. 

“Lisa — Lisa Hallıday,” sbe said 
coldly 

“What are you domg way out 
here?” 

“Pm looking after my grand- 
father He's sick, but he won't go 
into town." 

‘Where. 
roughly 

“In bed, in the tent,” she replied 

Barton strode up the track to the 
tent He pushed back the flaps and 
walked mside A very old man with a 
wizened face and white han blinked 
at him with watery blue eyes “You 
remember me Pike,” Barton said 

“Yes,” the old man quavered. 

Chadwick walked in with Lisa 

“Last time J was here you told me 
about a reef, Pike,” Barton said, “a 
reef loaded with gold Tve been 
thinkmg about it You're too old to 
do anythmg with it now, but 
Chadwick and I could work ıt for 
you, say on a 50-50 basis” 

The old man hfted his head He 
stared at Barton — has eyes wide and 
vacant “Big Ben won't let you touch 
the reef,” he said 

“What?” Chadwick queried 

“Big Ben 1s the croc I told you 
about,” Barton exclauned iritably 

"Oh," Chadwick said He shrug- 
ged. 
“Big Ben talks to me,” Pike satd 
im a thin voice “I hear hum in the 
mght He wants nobody near that 
reef I haven't troubled him for 
years, have 1 Lisa?” 

“No, Grandpa,” Lisa said gently 

“Big Ben в the guardian of Pike 
Halhday's Reef Nobody will ever 
touch ıt while he's there ” 

Chadwick grinned He looked at 
Lisa She was serious Barton 
scowled 


в he?” Barton asked 
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“Where 1s the reef, Pike?" Barton 
Asked 

“Not far away,” the old man said. 
“But you forget about ıt It’s too 
dangerous to go there ” 

Chadwick grinned “Are you satıs- 
fied now, Barton?" he asked cynı- 
cally 

“No — Im not?” 
back 

Chadwick walked out of the teat 
Lisa and Barton followed “I don't 
believe there 15 a reef,’ Chadwick 
said “The old man’s mind 1s 
wandering ” 

“You're wrong about that,” Lisa 
said curtly “Grandpa has talked 
about ıt for too many years 1 know 
there 1s a тесе” 

“Yeah,” Barton agreed. He looked 
at Lisa strangely “How about that 
стос?" 

“Grandpa might be imagining 
thet He’s 88 years old now and his 
memory 15 confused” ~ 

“Yeah,” Barton said 

The sun dropped below the hills 
and the thick, green bush came to 
life, Lisa took the two men mto a 
bush hut at the rear of the tent The 
walls and roof were made from 
branches thick with leaves There was 
an enclosed fireplace in one corner 

She made tea, and afterwards they 
sat around talking The kerosene 
lamp flickered and shadows danced 
against the walls Barton winked at 
Chadwick, nodded slightly 

Chadwick pursed hus lips Barton 
wanted to be alone with Lisa He 
looked at her and felt г twinge of 


Barton spat 


“Now just a minute, I distinctly remember you guys saying that 


hanging was too good for me 


jealousy “We'll make camp down at 
the boat," Barton said pointedly He 
stared hard at Chadwick 

“Yeah,” Chadwick said He stood 
up “Pll go and unpack the gear.” 

“Yeah,” Barton agreed 

Chadwick walked out of the hut 
The moon was shining and the grassy 
rıver bank glistened witb dew He 
unrolled the sleeping bags Within a 


"Es that any iay to act towards а man who just five minutes 
ago drank а toast to you, Michael?” 
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few minutes Chadwick was asleep 
Suddenly а rıfle shot cracked the still 
meht аш Chadwick jumped to ius 
feet He looked towärds the hut 

Lisa had a rifle in her hands and 
Barton struggled to take ıt from her 
Her red blouse was mpped down the 
centre, exposing her breasis She 
screamed Barton clamped his hand 
over her mouth The scream cut off 
into a gurgle 

Lisa staggered and felt Barton 
picked up the rifle and pumped it 
empty He threw the rifle into the 
bush and ran towards the boat 
“Let's get out of here!” he gasped 

Chadwick looked at him “What 
did you do to the girl?” 

“Fil tell you about it later, come 
оп, let's get moving ” 

“Pm not gomg anywhere, ' Chad- 
wick said grimly. 

Barton threw lus gear mto the 
boat. He looked at Chadwick “Old 
Pıke Halliday will be coming out ot 
that tent m а minute with а 
double-barrelled shotgun He'll blast 
us to hell if we're still here!” 

Chadwick looked anxiously up 
the slope towards the tent Sure 
enough, a kerosene lamp had been Lt 
and а shadowy figure could be seen 
chmbing out of bed 

“Okay,” Chadwick sud quickly 

He jumped into the boat They 
drifted downstream until they were 
lost ın the darkness At last they 
relaxed. Chadwick ht a cigarette and 
eyed Barton coldly “Well — what 
happened?” 


Spring went dry 


A PECULIARITY of the country west of the Thompson River (Qld), is the 


reason The worse the drought the more profusely thay appear to flow! 
During one extreme drought back in 1902, weter from a spring оп 
Werbrecean ran three miles, Then, when the drought broke, the spring 
simply went dead and refused to function, 
These springs are also very touchy; they go thelr own way and will not 
tolerate anyone trying to ımprove them. 


E 
jp manner how springs eppear end disappear apparently without rhyme or 
03 


Two springs on Warbreccan station were growing feebler when the 
manager decided то help them by enlarging tha openings and sinking a well 
The wells were put down — fairly deep, too — but that was an end to the 
springs From that day they ceased to flow 


"That girl knows where the reef 
15 Sbe's been there Old Pike took 
her there years ago when she was я 
kid 1 tried to find out where it 1s but 
she wouldn't tell me ” 

“You tned to make love to her!“ 

“Yeah — of course," Barton said 
“] thought she'd confide in me, but 
she's too smart for that 

“] would have done г helluva lot 
more 1f 1t hadn't been for old Pike ” 

Chadwick stared at Barton He 
was finding out more about this guy 
as time passed He didn't Ше him at 
all 

"There's one thing Рус found 
out“ Barton went on “There ша 
reef It's not just the figment of an 
old man‘s imagination That reef 1s 
up-river somewhere and I'm going to 
find t“ 

Chadwick bit ms lip “We've run 
out of stores.” he said “We can’t 
stay out here” 

Barton frowned eve got some 
food left We can live off the land * 

Chadwick shrugged “Not me,“ he 
sud 

The boat scraped agamst the myer 
bank Chadwick jumped out and 
made it fast. He unrolled his sleeping 
bag for the second time and was soon 
fast asleep 

The sun was shining wher Chad- 
wick woke Birds chattered m the 
trees, and the nver glistened and 
shimmered in the mommg light 
Thick, gren fohage hugged the 
banks and small wlurlpools gurgled 
around juttmg logs 

Chadwick sniffed. He sat up, 
frownmg 

Barton was busy at the fue He 
held a frying pan over the open 
flame “Bacon and eggs,” he sad 
“With compliments from Pike Hall- 
day” 

Chadwick looked grim He walked 
over to the fire and looked at the 
frying pan “How did you do 1t? he 
asked tightly 

“] paid them a visit last might 
when they were asleep — you were 
asleep too. I've got enough stores to 


last us a couple of weeks We can 
stay out here until we find that 
reef * 

Chsdwick licked his hps “1 don't 
know about that,“ he said 

“What's the matter with you?” 
Barton growled 

“I reckon we ought to go back 
down south,“ Chadwick replied. 

“What! Barton gritted 

“Qld Halliday will come after us,” 
Chadwick said “He'll be real hostile, 
You tned to steal his reef, rape his 
grand-daughter and now you've 
taken his stores.“ 

“Pm not afrad of Haliday” 
Barton said 

Chadwick was silent He stared at 
Barton for a long шие Reluctantly 
he accepted some bacon and eggs 

When they were finished, Chad- 
wick stood пр He rolled up his gear 
and slung his rıfle over bis shoulder 
“Im leaving you, Barton,” he said 
“Ive had enough of this business “ 

“What? Barton howled 

“Pm getting out before something 
really bad happens I've got a 
promonition about Pike Halhday’s 
Reef” 

“Don’t be an idiot!” 
shouted 


Barton 


Chadwitk shrugged He turned 
and walked along the river bank 

“Chadwick?” Barton called 

“Yeah? Chadwick stopped walk- 
ing He turned around 

Barton stood near the campfire, 
rifle in hand His heavy features were 
set hard "You're not gomg any- 
where, Chadwick“ Barton said 
harshly “E necd you When we find 
the reef there's going to be t lot of 
work “* 

*You threatening me?" Chadwick 
growled 

Barton fired a shot at Chadwick's 
feet The bullet hit the ground a few 
inches from Chadwick's left boot 
“Throw me your nflel“ Barton 
ordered 

Chadwick stared st Barton for a 
long time He licked his lips. Silently, 
he threw the rifle towards Barton 

Barton caught ıt in Ins left hand 
He grinned. “Now we know where 
we stand.“ he said 

The two men got into the boat 
Barton started the motor and the 
bow cut through the still water He 
took the boat up ail the creeks but 
there was no sign of any reef 

+ * * 


Two days later Chadwick scowled 
at Barton. Both men had short black 
beards “Have you had enough?" he 
asked sardonically 

Barton gntted his teeth His dark 
eyes flashed angrily “1 know the reef 
is somewhere up one of these 
creeks,“ he bit out 

“It's like looking for а needle ma 
haystack “* Chadwick said 

Barton clutched bis rifle He had 
Chadwick's nfle propped near the 
tiller He steered the boat through a 
maze of jutting rocks 

' “Tet’s go back," Chadwick sad 

"Im not gomg back until I find 
that gold!” 

Chadwick shook his head. He 
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looked at Ше thick jungle on cach 
side of the creek — it was an 
impenetrable wall Overhead vines 
blocked the sunhght and there was a 
musty smell in the arr The creck was 
deep here and parts of it were 
covered за green algae The water was 
sluggish, slow-moving 

Chadwick frowned He sntffed the 
ar “This place sinks,” he said 

Barton looked around, his nostrıls 
twitching “I smell croc,” he sad He 


SETAS с. 


wick jerked the tiller, but it was too 
late The boat crashed into the jagged 
rocks Chadwick overbalanced with 
the shock of impact and he fell into 
the water The boat skidded around, 
motor roaring И bored into the 
rocks with its bow sphntering 
Chadwick tought his way to the 
surface and gasped for air His heavy 
boots and clothes weighed him 
down He floundered around help- 
lessly The boat was jammed between 


District of gold 


nuggets of gold in the crop. A similar ineident occurred at Yandina (Old), 
where two drakes caused a small gold boom They hed been feeding on 
different parts of a small eroek end when their owners killed them gold was 
found in each bird’s gizzard When news of the two finds from widely 
spaced parts of the creek spread around the district, e small gold rush 
started. 

Very httle gold was found by the searchers, The reason might be that 
the drakes got the gold while dredging in the pool for food 

‘The experiences of a Brisbane man bears this out, He bought а рам of 
ducks from a farmer on Gold Creek and found specks of gold in the 
gizzards He got in touch with the farmer and learned thet the ducks 
usually fed im е small creek where gold bed been found many years back 
but which was considered as being worked out The ducks had found an 
isolated speck or two while dredging for food among the reeds m the creak 


Osad emus ere often regarded as probable gold mines by experienced 
bushmen, who will rarely pass their remains without investigating the 


possibili 
its wenderings 


A perfect sapphire was found among the remains of an emu, the stone 
probably having fallen from a ring. Among the bones of another emu was 
found part of a dental plate with platinum pins — a find which netted the 


Some years ago a Gympie (019) boy climbed a tres to look for eggs ine 


lucky finder six dallars 
magpie's nest and found а gold ring 


cut the motor and the boat scraped 
the bank Barton jumped ashore, 
holding both rifles 

Chadwick watched him disappear 
into the jungle He looked around 
anxiously There might be crocodiles 
in the area, he thought ` 

He ht a cgarette and waited 
Twenty minutes later he heard 
Barton’s excited cry “This в it, 
Chadwick! Гуе found i£! This is Pike 
Haliday's Reef! Bring the boat 
forward!” 

Chadwick started the motor The 
bow cut through the green slime 
Fifty yards further on the creck 
widened Sunlight danced on clear 
water 

“Over here, Chadwick!” Barton 
yeiled 

Chadwick stood up to see There 
was a ple of rocks to the right 
Chadwick did not see them He was 
too busy looking for Barton 

The boat surged forward Chad- 
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да 
SEVERAL VEARS AGO а Hobart woman was eleanıng a hen she hed 
purchased in the country and was surprised to find a number of small 
hed. 

| of the bird having swallowad a small nuggst or precious stone In 


two rocks, but he had drifted away 

Chadwick looked around des- 
perately He discarded his shit. 
There was a current here and he was 
being swept downstream He kıcked 
off his boots Lighter now, he started 
to swim to tbe sbore Suddenly, he 
froze 

A huge crocodile shtbered down 
the slimy green bank opposite И hit 
the water with a loud splash It 
surged towards Chadwick, its head 
tıpphng the water “Barton!” Chad- 
wick screamed 

Frantıcally, Chadwick swam to- 
wards the opposite bank, away from 
the advancing crocodile He looked 
behmd There was no chance of 
escaping those huge, stinking jaws 
He would never make it to the bank 
in time 

Then he saw the rear of the boat 
iis screw still thrashing the water 
Chadwick clutched at the side of the 
boat and levered the bow free from 


the rocks Slowly, the boat swung 
around 

Chadwick umed ıt and let во The 
crocodile half turned, тіз tail lashıng 
the water But the sharp bow 
thudded into its leathery side The 
crocodile dived deep, white foam 
bubbimg all around 

The motor roared and stramed, 
then suddenly was free from the 
crocodile’s hide Chadwick gasped 
with reef The buge crocodile had 
disappeared He swam quickly to- 
wards the shore 

Suddenly, a пйе bullet slammed 
into the water m front of him 
Chadwick stopped swimming He 
jerked his head around, 

“You thieving bastard!’ Pike 
Halhday yelled from high up on a 
тоск He fired agam and again at ^ 
Chadwick He stood there, old 
clothes flappıng around hıs skınny 
frame, a 303 Lec Enfield rifle at his 
shoulder. 

Chadwick dived to escape the 
bullets When under cover of a large 
rock he surfaced No bullets He 
breathed thankfully and scrambled 
up the bank He collapsed, penting, 
behind a large tree 

Suddenly, Chadwick beard a noise 
behind him He sat up and stared 
into the muzzle of old Pike’s nfle 
Liza stood next to him, a frown 
creasing her pretty features 

“We caught you?" Pike Halliday 
growled “I knew if we waited long 
enough you'd turn up Where’s that 
mongrel partner of yours?” 

Chadwick swallowed He told Pike 
and Lisa the whole story They 
looked at him doubtfully “I haven't 
got a rifle! That's proof enough, isn’t 
it?" Chadwick appealed 

Pike examined the boat “Yeah,” 
he said at last Lisa nodded 

Chadwick chmbed to ius feet He 
looked around “Barton must have 
heard the sbots He’s disappeared.” 

“Yeah,” old Pike muttered “But 
he left my gold behind I found this 
on the reef up there ” 

He pulled a handful of broken 
quartz from his pocket It ghítered 
and sparkled m the sun Chadwick 
тап his finger over ıt He looked at 
the old man cunously. 

Lise walked forward and stared at 
the yellow specks embedded ın the 
white quartz “What's it worth?" she 
breathed, face akght 

Chadwick took her arm and led 
her down to the пуст bank Не 
looked up and saw old Pike standing 
there, fondling the quartz with a 
faraway look m his watery blue 
eyes 

“t's mon pyntes,” Chadwick said 
sympathetically, “Fools gold The 
тсеРв not worth anything, Lsa” * 


Murphy had a 


Sgt "Red' 
choice — ride the Italian show 


Jumper through the battle- 
ground in the midst of 
German infantry, remote- 
controlled tanks and strafing 
US fighter planes — or di 

the POW camp... 


FACT / CALVIN FREEBURG 


THE FOUR German sentnes seated 
in the hastily constructed sandbag 
checkpomt along the highway from 
Rome to Frascati hard the 
clacking of hooves at the same 
tme. 

“Who the hell ss that tool?” 
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asked the heutenant and leader of 
the group “Private Machensen, see 
who it 15” 

Machensen, a far-hared young 
man from Hamburg, rose from hıs 
position and stepped out on to the 
road He had been m italy only 24 
hours, havmg been flown in to 
reinforce General Kesselrins 
defence of the Italian cap 

"Who goes th E 
trying to sound older and seasoned 
ln the darkness, he could see the 
figure of a man leading a borse 
“Who goes there?” he repeated 

The German made out the words 
Il paesano and И cavallo from his 
high school fialran, and shouted 
back to the officer that it 
peasant taking hus horse to 

The heutenant, a veteran of the 
North African campaigns and the 


fierce fighting around Cassino a tew 
months earlier, looking dubious 
Peasants, be knew, generally kept 
well under cover before an ımpend- 
mg battle He decided to investi- 

gate 
The officer approached As he 
did so, the short, shabbily dressed 
figure quekly mounted “That's no 
farm horse” the  heutenant 
screamed loudly, but before he 
eould get his revolver out of his 
holster the rider was оп top of him 
The startled lieutenant saw the 
led man above him with the 

m his hand 

The slug from the weapon tore 
into his chest, struck. the sternum, 
and exploded For a brief second, 
the German officer was conscious 
of a feeling of tearmg and nppmg 
and of yreat sudden stabs of pam 
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Then he was dead 

Wheeling the horse quickly, the 
rider bore down on the rotreating 
figure of the German pnvate and 
fired twice. A rifle shot from the 
sandbagged sentry post whistled 
barmlessiy past the rıder’s hend, 
and he tugged violently on the rems 
until he had lined up the horse to 
charge 

Fortunately for the two remain- 
ing German soldiers, they ducked 
deep on to the sentry-post floor as 
the stallion leaped the sandbags and 
raced down the road toward 
Frascati The nder’s two shots lay 
harmlessly burrowed in the sand 
filled canvas bags, less than five 
inches from one man's head 

Three hundred yards further up 
the hıehway, the пасг halted his 
horse and quickly dismounted He 
was swearing violently Not only 
had be wasted more ammunition 
than he míended, but he had left 
two witnesses to alert the whole 


exercise yard of the prison camp 

“Pm (my you a chance to 
escape, Rosso,’ The Colonel said, 
translating his nickname into 
Itahan “All you have to do 15 ride 
Floriano through the German lines 
and surrender to the British They 
will take care of tbe stallion, Е 
assure you, for m 1939 16 won at 
Wembly ‘The Horse of the Year’ 
the last time the competition was 
beld before the war." 

"You've got to be kidding,” 
Murpby replied “Why should 1 get 
my head shot off? The Americans 
will be here in a tew days more 
Everyone knows that General 
Kesselring will deelare Rome an 
open city ıather than risk its 
destruction ” 

“But you love horses,” protested 
the Colonel “If the Germans 
retreat from Rome, they will take 
every available animal they ean and 
butcher them along the way for 
fresh meat This зіаШор 1s one of 


A slight compensation 


THE MESSMATE TREE or broad lesfed stringybark 16 generally 
considered the most useless tree in the bush, though carly sattlers stripped 
hark from 1t for their huts It will only smoke and smoulder m е fire 

les timber ts nevar used for any purpose in the bush. Anyway, It 1s 
almost impossible to find one that is not gnarled end twisted Many of the 
trees resemble Enghsh oaks — short, stout trunks and spreading branches 

Lika the English oak, too, М 15 often infested with mistletoe A 
heautrful little purple flowered orchid (in Queensland) fevors the messmate 


exclusively. 


However, if a good straight one cm be found — they are at times — 
there ıs nothing better for a jetty pile than e messmate stick The wood 
resists the salt weter and it is not attacked by the dreaded toredo worm. 

A lightning strike 15 fatal to other trees, but messmates that have been 
struck by lightning, were found still alive months after, though some 


branches had died. 


German Army around Rome to a 
redheaded peasant on a huge, white 
show horse 

“Good Lord Almighty," said the 
nder, Set “Red” Murphy, m hus 
soft Wyoming accent, “if this ат 
the worse damn fix Pve ever been 
ад: 

Seated there in the clearing, the 
28-year-old Murphy was doubly 
upset by the fact that he had left “a 
yood thmg" for the "worse damn 
fix” Though he could not see the 
horse, Flonano, ın the darkness, he 
could tell by his chewing noises 
that he was contentedly grazıng on 
the summer grass Was the animal, 
he wondered, really worth nslang a 
life for? 

Looking back, Murphy admitted 
that he hadn't been given much of a 
chance by Colonel Aldo Parm, 
Commandant of the POW camp 
where the American had been sent 
shortly after his capture at Anzio 
Murpby recalled the brief, unusual 
conversation they'd had in the 
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the greatest horses ın the world Hıs 
offspring will win prizes all over the 
world when this war 1s over ” 

Murphy snorted “I won't nde 
them, Colonel,” he sad grmnmg 
“Pm a rodeo nder Strictly wild 
horses and an occasional quarter 
horse — and Pm not crazy about 
either If they didn’t pay me to stay 
on, I wouldn't bother with ii 
You're the big mternational show 
Jumper, or so they tell me Why 
don’t you ride Floriano out?” 

“Impossible,” the colonel re 
plied firmly "For one thing, the 
damn Germans would take reprisals 
agamst my family The stupid fools 
still thmk they can win the war and 
regard deserters нє criminals Also, 
if I were captured, I could be shot 
for dereliction of duty Not so with 
you, Rosso They would only send 
you back” 

“Pm not going anywhere,” said 
the Wyoming sergeant 

“Then Pll have to shoot you,” 
warned the colonel “Don't think I 


can’t Nobody will question me 
when I say you attacked me You 
know too much now and might 
betray me ” 

Murphy was about to argue that 
the colonel would never carry out 
his threat, but the grim, determined 
expression on the Italian’s face told 
him that he would. 

Colonel Parını bad been a great 
rider His devotion to show jumping 
and mternational competition was 
well known Under stress, he might 
very well execute a man who would 
not save an animal regarded as one 
of the best m the world Just in 
discussing his plan, he was taking an 
enormous risk 

‘Though the camp was ostensibly 
run by Нара soldiers wbo had not 
surrendered, there were several 86 
men among the few German 
officers who supervised admınıs- 
tration 

“You bave until three to change 
your mind,” the colonel said, 
drawing his revolver and cocking 
the hammer 

“Uli go,” Murphy replied before 
be started the count 

Colonel Parmi had given a lot of 
thought to his plan to save 
Florano With the connivance of an 
Italian soldier, Murphy was to ship 
away from a road gang working on 
the outskirts of Rome, Floriano, 
food, a Luger and some moncy 
would be waiting for him m a 
parked van hidden nearby 

All the American sergeant would 
have to do ıs make bis way past an 
unmanned checkpomt to Frascati 
where the colonel’s niece, Countess 
Teresa Confalonien Casati, had a 
villa She would hide the sergeant 
and the horse for the evenmyg In 
the mornme, he would proceed to 
Valmontone and hook up with the 
British 8th Army troops of Lt 
General Sir Oliver Leese, who had 
already penetrated the Nazi's 
defence perimeter, nicknamed the 
Hitler Line 

It was, thought Murphy, seated 
m the clearmg listening’ to Floriano 
eat, a basically simple plan The 
problem was, of course, that 1t had 
gone wrong from the very start 
The checkpomt had not been 
unmanned Ву mornmg, every 
German soldier m the area would 
be alerted to his whereabouts Е 

Convinced that Floriano was 
sufficiently rested, Sgt Murphy 
resaddled the 17 hand horse and led 
him off toward tbc Countess 
Casati’s villa on the outskirts of 
Frascati With no trouble, he 
estimated he would reach ıt by 
3 30 in the morning, following the 
back roads which Colonel Parm 
bad outlmed on a map 

* E 


Colonel Parım had shown a 
notable lack of skill at map-malanz 
Twice Murphy had lost his way 
tbough he followed instructions 
exactly 

(Continued on page 66) 


SUMMER DAYS 


Remember those long summer days 
When the warm, sun-drenched glasses of wine 
Brought the drowsy afternoon to a close? 


When the soft warmth of the last, lingering light 
Would coax a quiet restfulness? 
Just a few reminders, 

But you probably haven't forgotten, 


PP 


KNOW HER 
Y HER 
NOSE 


The shape of her nose will tell you her innermost 
secrets — and how she will shape-up as a partner . . . 


FACT / PAUL BROCK 


YOUNG, VIRILE MEN who pride 
themselves on their masculinity have 
always had to push their way against 
formidable obstacles, espectally in 
the area of sexual desire. Thus the 
prominent male nose has always been 
regarded as a moral battermg ram 
with which to beat down the walls of 
resistance, especraily female 

Vanity and big noses went hand 
an hand for centuries The ancient 
Perssans permitted only the owners 
of large noses to pay court to royal 
princesses on the grounds that such 
men were the most fertile and would 
perpetuate the royal hne On old 
Greek coms the most tips of the 
woman-chasmg arstocrais engraved 
upon them project right to the nm 

The nose of Mohammed, who 
decreed that a man could have four 
or even more wives 1f he could afford 
them, was phenomenal It was so 
curved fhat ihe point scemed to be 
trying to insert itself between hus 
Úps The noses of Frederick the 
Great and of Emperor Rudolph of 
Austria were unique m size and 
shape, reflecting the rugged mascu- 
kmty and strength of those two 
stalwarts 

You cannot find a failure, men- 
tally or sexually, ın famous men 
endowed with such noses as Shakes- 
peare, Voltaire, Cicero, Petrarch, 
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Dante, Chaucer and Tennyson They 
all had noses like those of the fabled, 
virile gods 

Some of the greatest heart-throbs 
of all time displayed their monu- 
mental noses aggressively Mark 
Anthony, for ınstance successfully 
swept Cleopatra off her damty feet 
and into the boudoir by tumıng ms 
handsome, nose-dominated profile 
towards her And Rasputin, the mad 
monk, was worshipped by several 
Russian beauties even though his hair 
was matted, hıs hands always filthy 
and his breath bad His big nose 
made up for everything. 

Even that prince of charmers, 
Casanova, had lus faults He was 
skınny and had knobbly knees, but 
he possessed a nose that was not only 
large, ıt was crooked too, and seemed 
to hypnotise Ins lady friends into 
eager submission 

‘Among South Sea islanders not 
yet mfluenced by Western ways the 
nose 1s a most important sex symbol 
and is used as a medium of 
expression of desse and affection 
Tribes swearing everlasting peace, 
seal the compact with a mass rubbing. 
of noses against noses By the same 
frictional process maidens declare 
ther willingness to be loved Kissing 
15 considered to be dull and unsam- 
tary 


Above The lovely, blonde actress, Janet 
Leigh, has a short nose and — as nose 
fortune tellers have us believe — would be 
а perfect bed partner 


Sociologists, however, insist on 
applying the word “kiss” to both 
nosetubbing and lp-contact They 
cali the South Sea landers nose 
routine the olfactory ог “smeil” kiss 
This type of Кв 15 popular even in 
parts of Europe among the 
Laplanders and the Russian Yakuts, 
both of Asiatic social heritage It 18 
the predominant form of kiss in Asia, 
Africa, Polynesia and other parts of 
the world 

There are interesting variations of 
the olfactory kiss, but a typical form 
15 practised m three phases (1) the 
nose 15 applied to the cheek of the 
person kissed, (2) there is a long 
nasal mhalation accompamed by the 
lowenng of the eyehds, (3) nose 15 
rubbed against nose and 15 followed 
by a shght smacking of the lips 
without the mouths touching. 

Among people who practise the 
alfactory or nose embrace instead 
of saying to the loved one kiss me, ıt 
is the custom to say ın the native 
vernacular, smell me 

Many celebrated artists estimate 
that the length of the nose on both 
males and females should be а third 
of the length of the face, from the 


ар of the chun to the roots of the 
har Nearly all artists prefer to 
depict targe noses rather than small 
ones. 

A broken nose these days does 
not necessarily mean disfigurement 
im a man or a beauty handicap ma 
woman Some faces are actually 
improved ın appearance after a 
broken nose lt was sad of lan 
Fleming, author of the James Bond 
stones, that, before he broke bis nose 
at school his looks were so over- 
whelmingly perfect that other stu- 
dents laughed at him He looked a 
darn sight better off with a broken 
nose 

Some people have their noses 
broken deliberately and reset on a 
higher plane altogether — actors and 
actresses, models, famous beauties, 
even the girl next door if she figures 
her proboscis isn’t sexy enough In 
fact the US is having a boom m 
rhmoplasy — plastic surgery of the 
nose About one millon Americans 
already have had them noses re 
shaped One New York surgeon does 
10 such operations daity 

Stories doctors tell about re 
shaped noses that changed patients” 
sex hves sound almost like fiction 
One Chicago surgeon followed the 
storybooks by marrying his Pyg- 
mahon création A gri who was 
allowed to choose her graduation gift 
asked for the one thing she had 
wanted all her hfe — a sexy new 
nose 

A man and a woman celebrated 
their 25th wedding anniversary with 
a party introducing the wife’s new 
nose "Doctor," the husband said, 
“you have given me a new, warm and 
passionate sex partner ”” 

Nose surgery techniques have 
been developed that leave no scars, 
al cuttmg Беше done side the 
nostrils Plastic surgeons take up the 
study of painting and sculpture to 
make the nose fit the features 

Discovery а few years ago of a 
method of preserving cartilage from a 
fresh corpse simplifies the work 
Tantalum, a metal used for making 
skuli patches, has also been found 
excellent for making nose bridges 

Trmming off a hump im a nose, 
reducing its width or cutting off a пр 
ts а comparatively simple operation 
these days Patients are given only 
mild sedation and a local anaesthetic 
The operation takes httle more then 
30 minutes but building up а 
diminutive nose takes longer 

Patients are hospitalised 24 hours 
and dismissed with a bit of flesh- 
colored adhesive over the nose They 
feel no pain during the operation and 
very little afterwards 

(Continued on page 78) 


ABOVE BELOW 
This dark haired beauty has a broad nose This narrow nosed Norweman фи! knows 
and so must be affecnonate, sexy and a the value of her looks and can be selfish 
great admirer of the male scx, тп her relationships with men, 


HED 
NEVER 

URTA 

HY 


He was a devil, 


a dangerous 


devil... and ап 


electronic genius. But when it came to murder... 


FICTION / J. EDWARD BROWN 


IT WAS ONE of our lab sessions at 
the Technical Institute At the end 
bench two men were calibrating an 
attenuator in decibels, at the centre 
bench, two more were experimenting 
with a klystron and an oscilloscope, 
investigating modes 

Jum and 1 were doing aenal 
radiation tests with a parabolic 
reflector аспа], or we would be when 
we got the 3 cm wave guide pieces 
together 

“Pm going to murder the ınstruc- 
tor," Jim said casually 

We were on the booze every mght 
and I never could concentrate ın the 
mornings “What?” I said stupidly 

“I'm going to murder the ınstruc- 
tor,” Jam repeated evenly 

I looked at Jum 1n Ius blue jacket, 
ws merchant navy tie “It would be 
more appropriate to murder the 
woman who makes the tea in the 
cafetaria,” I said 

“Pm serious.” 

“So am 1 Pour a cup of her tea 
down Mr Keith’s throat and he will 
die instantly ” 

There were six of us, all shıp’s 
radio operators, domg a 12-weck 
coltrse to get our radar maintenance 
tickets We could all mamiain radars, 
but we didn’t have the necessary 
piece of paper which would mean a 
few more dollars a month 
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The shippmg company was paying 
all our expenses and we were on full 
salary while we were ashore It was 
sort of a working holiday, but 
damned hard work 

“How are you going to do 1t?” 

“Electronically would be the most 
apt And amudsi all this electronic 
equipment it should be easy enough 
to electrocute mm accidentally ” 

“The Institute has taken trouble 
to make sure that all the equipment 
15 as safe as possible.” 

“An, safe as possible — but there's 
always the possibilty of an acci- 
dent” 

“Death rays,” 1 suggested “You 
could bum ws guts out with 
concentrated radio frequency power 
from one of these experimental 
parabolic aerials ^ 

“Possible, but it has to be high 
powered radar and we don't have 
that at the Institute” 

Jun was an Anstraban with an 
Ausirahan ticket, not а highly 
regarded certificate щ the marıne 
world. He was only five foot Чай, but 
aggressive as many small men are 
Things happened to hm 

Yesterday we were standing im à 
group ın the bar of our hotel, as we 
always did before lunch, drinking 
beer Jim was ogling а nice looking 
girl, sitting with a young man Maybe 


they had come into the bar to 
escape The Technical Institute was 
ın a depressing area, 

The local mayor ran a green- 
grocer’s shop and was photographed 
among, of all things, the caulıflowers. 
At lunch tume there were young men 
an overalls from the car assembly 
factories, Maori girls from the 
cigarette factories, buying ham- 


burgers and fish and chips 

Jim went over and started talking 
to the girl, ignoring her boy friend 
The boy friend stood up, towered 
menacınely over Jim and asked him 
drunkenly if he wanted to fight 


“I don't want to fight,” Jam said 
ioudly 

The bloke made a wild swing m. 
ducked and thc bloke fell over the 
table, broke the glasses and liquor 
spilt on the floor Somebody hustled 
him out Jim sat down and had a 
drink with the girl 

Jim was laughing when he came 
into lunch “She asked me if Pd like 
10 go to a party this afternoon ” 

“You should have taken the 
afternoon off,” 1 said enviously 

“Maybe I should have,” Jim said 

“Tt must have given you heart that 
you hadn’t lost the touch in your 


short time ashore i mean, go into 4 
bar and in five minutes you make a 
pick up” 

“Lost the touch? Hell? he said 
“If Pd been at sea and in top form 1 
would have taken that bloke out to 
the lavatory, beaten him up and tben 
taken the girl”? 

ж * * 

The complex of pre-fab tem- 
porary buildings was dommated by 
the massive radar scanner atop its 
steel tower The pattern on the radar 
scrcen never changed because we 
were always stationary There was 

Iways the buildings of the Technical 


Institute, the pub 100 yards away, 
reflections from the suburban bung 
lows, not the sort of thing normally 
seen on а shup's radar screen. 

“What are you two plotting?” Mr 
Keith, the mstructor, asked as he 
walked down the lecture room He 
was а man of 60, hus white dust coat 
dirty 

“We were talking about the 
theory of waveguides,” Jim sad 
disarmingly “The men who designed 
this equipment must have been very 
clever * 

“It’s all done mathematically > 

“But the orıgınal research * 


vessels 


from her 


became very intense 


“Ah yes, that was somethmg 
Those were the days," Mr Keith said 
wistfully He bad told us how he had 
helped with the original development 
of radar in Britain in the 1940s 

We had occasional lecturers from 
other sections of the Institute but 
mostly xt was Mr Кер. He hounded 
us day aiter day, lecturng, cate- 
chising us He was no lovable Mr 
Chips He never relented He set us 
test papers and he marked them 
brutally He abused us, shouted at us, 
told us we were idiots, that we didn’t 
know anything And he always 
looked directly at me 

I had no confidence in myself I 
was shy with people, and of course 
my job didn’t help me, hemg alone 
so much. Pm б foot 2 inches 
Impressive, maybe But shsp's cap- 
tams rode roughshod over me 1 
never objected 1 was the type of 
bloke they said would never hurt à 
fly 

1 wanted to stand up to Mr Keith 
Even if he was the instructor, he had 
no might to be abusive Hed ask a 
question, Pd attempt an answer And 
then he would laugh And the class 
would laugh with mm I knew my 
answer wasn’t very coherent, and 
usually not even accurate, but there 
was no need to laugh 1 was doing my 
best 

From 8am to 5 pm five days a 
week we studied We were expected 
to work for several hours every might 
Actually we had to, or 1 had to, just 
to keep up with the relentless pace of 
has lecturing 

Mr Keith fussed 2 lot, insisted on 
checking our experımental set-ups 
before we switched on Bui we were 
all radio operators with years of 
experience 

“Be best 1f you knocked Mr Keith 
off on the last day, after we have 
done the examination, after we have 
sucked him dry of knowledge,” I 
sud. But this was in the first weck of 
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Mystery wrecks 


TWO FINE SHIPS, each carrying a large number of passengers, were lost | 

under simular conditions within wo years of each other early this century. $ 

In 1909 the SS Waratah sailed on her maiden voyage from Australia to & 
Britain by the Cape route She disappeared in stormy weather northeast of 
the Cape Na bodies were picked up or any wreckage sighted by searching 

§ 

$ 


But two years later, in 1911, one of the Warateb's lifeboats, empty, was 
found floating south of New Zealend, It was the only thing ever found 


In kte March, 1911, the SS Yongala, a coastal vessel, left Mackay, 
North Queensland, for ports north. She sailed into a tropical cyclone which 


She never reached Townsville But some тайвавз. and a drowned 3 
racehorse were washed up south of Townsville i 


the course, before 1 hegan really to 
hate Mr Keath 

1 hadn’t touched theory books for 
a long time and ıt was hard sloggmg 
for me Jim was different He was a 
wazard on a slıde rule, he’d whip out 
has mmuature job, which he always 
carried, just to calculate how much it 
cost him to huy his mormng and 
afternoon tea 

“If he gets sbocked electrically 
wed probahly be expected to give 


“Hes lucky in love, too , . . that’s not his wfe «+ 


him mouth-to-nose resuscitation,” 17 
said gloonuly 

*[ wouldn't object to gang the 
office mr] mouth-to-mouth resuscita- 
tion,” Jam said. 

Pd heard about Jim, but never 
met dum hefore his course They 
called him the Lothario of the fleet 
He was popular, all the things I 
wasn’t 

“So when are you gong to 
murder him?” I asked 

“When the opportunity offers, 
which could be durmg the next 
схрептет Рус got to ret the mams 
voltage on to his body somehow ” 

“Have you ever murdered a man 
before?" 


“No, there have been a few ship's 
captains 1 would have hked to 
murder, but I never had the cour- 
age” 

“Апа you have now ” 

“Killing the mstructor will be an 
interesting technical prohlem ” 

“Mr Keith will be too cunning to 
put his hands on anything that maght 
be alive with voltage " 

“He's been insiructing for years 
Famlıarıty breeds contempt And 
we're not his usual students domg 
basic clectronics We are experts 


“We've had the whole place modernised.” 


ourselves He’s probably relaxing a 
little He doesn't have to be extra 
watchful as he would be with kids ° 

“Why tell me all about ıt Why 
not do it alone?” 

“It’s more fun 1f somebody else 
knows ” 

“I might tell ” 

“Nobody will be able to prove 1t,” 
jum sud cheerfully 


Jim reckoned he knew more than 
the instructor and could have sat for 


the examination without dome the 
course I believed him He was an 
electronics wızard He was not only a 
professional radio operator, he was 
also an amateur radio operator, a 
ham, contacting other enthusiasts all 
over the world We thought he was 
mad. To be a radio operator ш your 
spare time was just plain ridiculous 

His room at the hotel was full of 
bits and pieces of electrome gear He 
had blobs of solder alt over the 
carpet, which didn’t endear him to 
the maid. He had an amateur radio 
set there and he had strung up an 
аспа] and he spent most of his mghts 
talking mto a microphone or pound- 
img on a morse key A real radio nut 

“Lure the instructor into your 
room,” I suggested “You should be 
able to electrocute him without any 
trouble” He had so many wires 
strung around ıt would be easy 

We were usually the only guests ın 
the hotel, which was a depressing 
place The hotel was old. The floors 
in the passages sagged, but the 
building's real purpose was to sell 
beer, and the bars on the ground 
floor did a roaring trade 

The only reason we steyed there 
was because it was handy to the 


Institute The hotei actually dis- 
couraged guests because they were 
too much trouble, there was more 
profit in зеШпе beer, 

lt was certainly different to being 
at sea 

Jim had Бий an electronic kiss 
meter which measured how much of 
a lover you were on a graduated dial 
lt depended for its operation on the 
resistance between a pair of lips The 
less the resistance the greater the 
deflection He had the scale gradu- 
ated LOUSY — BAD — GOOD — 
EXCELLENT — WOW 


lt intrigued me I would never 
have thought of building such a 
gadget. But for somebody hike Jam ıt 
wasn't unusual 

1 must adımt some of those 
sessions with the kıss meter had the 
makings of an orgy There was no 
shortage of women wantine to test 
themselves out on 1t 

The maid always gave a WOW 
reaction no matter who she kissed — 
except me I had a go on the kiss 
meter with several mris But I never 
got any reaction except LOUSY with 
any of them. I wet my lips to reduce 
the resistance, but 1t never made any 
difference The maid was very 
understanding and tried to help me 
with long sessions 

Jim laughed at me. That’s when I 
started to hate him too. 

Га never been much of a success 
with girls I was no sailor with a gwl 
im every port, I was lucky to have a 
fl anywhere But Jim, no matter 
who he kissed, always got a WOW 
reaction He didn’t have any trouble 
with girls 

“You've got it ngsed," I sad 
suspiciously 

“No,” I haven't. You've seen 
other people tryıng it out They all 
get varying indications." 

“But none of them except me get 
a LOUSY reaction.” 

Jum shrugged his shoulders. 

Jim was lucky, he had more time 
for these actımtıes than I did. I had 
to study at might, just to keep up 
with the course work Jim did the 
minimum of written work 


“If you could do that on canvas, you'd be one of the world's 
great artists.” 
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But Jim said he felt happier at sea, 
it kept him away from women and 
booze He spoke nostalgıcally of trips 
from Vancouver to Shanghai — the 
long way around via Cape Horn and 
the Cape of Good Hope I didn’t 
know whether to believe hım or not 

I wished I was as attractive to 
women as he was They Кеб hum 
Не had to keep brushing them off 
Maybe they wanted to mother ham, 
but he certainly didn’t want to be 
mothered 

However, apparently none of 
these activities provided hm with 
enough excitement He had to 
murder a man, 


normal 1 mean, you just don't go 
around murdering people Do you? 
They say at sea that all radıo 
operators are crazy  Shp's deck 
officers say radio waves affect radio 
operators Maybe they are nght 
Maybe some of us are crazy 

A seagoing radio operator, ber 
cause of his job, 15 a solitary type He 
sits alone in Ins radio cabin with Ins 
equipment — Pm talking now about 
single operator cargo ships, there 
aren't many ships which carry more 
than one radio operator He has time 
to brood in the lonely stretches of 
eight-hour watches with Little to do 
except send an occasional message 


Living barometers 


IT IS CLAIMED by people living along the Barrier Reef that they can tell 
when г cyclone is about to strike the coast by the ection of the Torres 


Strait (or Nutmeg} pigeons. 


These birds move south to feed and breed among the islands on the east 
coast, arriving in November and departing in March, the period roughly 
corresponding with the cyclone season When the birds leave the islands 
and fly ınland beyond the coastal range, wise northerners predict à blow, 

Another living barometer is a small crab with pecuhar pinkish 
fingermarks on the circumfercnce of the shell These marks are said to 
darken from pink to a derk brown when the weather changes for the 
worse The trouble seems to be to sce the crabs at the right time. 


I wondered xf I should warn the 
instructor, but ıt was none of my 
business, fhourh 1 did wonder 
vaguely ıf after the deed was done I 
might not be charged with being 
some sort of an accomphee. I wished 
Т was hack at sea myself 

J had been ordered by the 
company to come on the course 
Most of its radio officers had radar 
certificates, but I had only just 
scraped through the exanunation for 
my operator’s ticket And I doubted 
1f Pd make this one 

1 wondered why Jim hadn’t got 
one before He was good technically 
He asked intelligent questions and Mr 
Keith looked on Jim with a benign 
eye 

On the first day of the course Mr 
Kerth covered the blackboard with 
long equations, talking rapidly He 
left mc well behind I was not very 
good at mathematics 

“Haven’t you left out a set of 
brackets there in the muddie," Jim 
sad 

The instructor looked at the 
formula with a frown. “By Jove, I 
have” 

Tasked Jim why he hadn’t got one 
and he said he’d never had the time 
And he winked at me 

I wondered И Jam was completely 
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Many ageıng marine radio opera- 
tors do keep to themselves, living ın a 
woild entirety their own But Jim 
wasn’t withdrawn, he hadn't turned 
sour, he wasn’t old enough for that 
He was a little unworldly, as many 
ships officers are When we come 
ashore we are lost 

The six of us didn’t lke ving 
ashore, and Jim seemed to counter tt 
by phrenetic actraty He was never 
still He was always looking for kicks. 

One night we all went to the 
Purple Onion, a strip joint, but Jim 
didn’t come. He was too busy talking 
to a ham in Tibet. I suppose he could 
go to the Purple Omon any night, 
but to contact an amateur radio 
operator in Tibet was something very 
rare indeed 

Тот bought himself а car But he 


„once agam showed how a seafarer 


gets taken in by shore wallahs After 
a week he decided ıt wasn’t fast 
enough so he traded it in on a 
sportier model and lost $300 on the 
first car A month later he traded the 
second car m for a still faster model, 
and lost another $300 on that He 
got a httle bitter about it 

Then he bought a boat, a 
fibreglass runabout with a big out- 
board, more of a speedboat than 
anything else, although he wanted it 


for fishing We all went out with hım 
and we caught nothing He at least 
caught one fish winch he fed to the 
hotel cat He rechoned ıt was the 
most expensive fish sn the world — 
51500 worth 

He was never still, he was always 
twitchmg, drumming hs fingers, 
tapping out morse code, uncons- 
ciously- 

* * 

The next afternoon in one of our 
practical sessions Mr Keith intro- 
duced deliberate faults on a radar set 
so we could exercise our skill at fault 
finding Jam sad he couldn’t find the 
fault and the instructor looked at the 
set and started poking with а 
screwdriver 


Many radio men have been killed 
accidentally by putting their hands 
on components with the power 
turned on Jim deliberately turned 
on the hıgh tension, several hundred 
volts, livening the equipment He 
almost got Mr Keith, but the 
instructor was too quick 

“Sorry,” Jim said 


And the instructor looked ai him 
reproachfully 

“I'm going to electrocute Ium by 
remote control,” Jim said after that 
“Wire up Ins chair ın his office, press 
a switch and electrocute him by 
тафо,” 

Jim constructed а radio trans- 
mutter, a mmuature job which he 
could put ın Ins pocket, and made a 
receiver 

“What frequency are you using?" 

“27120 MHz,” he said “In the 
Industrial Scientific and Medical 
band 1 wouldn’t want to be accused 
of legal transmission," Im said with. 
agrın 

We had a key io the lecture room 
in case we wanted to study at night 
One night Jim picked the lock to Mr 
Кейв office and installed the 
receiver and wired the chair to the 
230 volt mains, which is standard 
house voltage in this part of the 
world 

Fortunately, or unfortunately, Mr 
Keitb was an untidy man, books, 
papers, pieces of radar equipment 
littered the floor and the desk and it 
was easy to conceal wiring When he 
pressed the switch of the transmtter 
the receiver would pick up the signal, 
a relay would close and the chair 
would become alive 

Jim made me nervous, he carried 
the transmitter around in his pocket 
Неа take it out, look at 1t and grin 
at me, caressing it from time to time 

But Jim didn’t press the switch, at 
least not while Mr Keith was in Ins 
office. 

{Continued on page 72) 


They have to 


huy 


Many Irishmen in the country areas of their homeland are rejoicing in their bachelor-born 
freedom. But often it Is not because of the lack of matchmaking... 
FACT / STANLEY WAINWRIGHT 


IN RURAL IRELAND, men are not 
expected to chase girls when contem- 
plating martiage The preliminares 
are carried out by a matchmaker 
Courting and true love have to wait 
until he and the two fathers fix the 
price of the bnde im real estate, farm 
stock and hard cash 

For rural Ireland 1s the place 
where brides aren't wooed — they're 
bargained for, and in the bargauung 
process, world-famous Lush senti- 
ment 15 scorned 

Any Saturday m an Irish market 
town is the day for such deals 
Livestock are being herded from one 
place to another, and grizzled Irish 
farmers are haggling over the cost of 
pigs, cows and frightened sheep 

But mside the ins, usually within 
à small тапет room beyond a 
blackened door, the farmers employ 
identical techniques in the buying 
and selling of wives At a tavern near 
Oldcastle, County Cavan, I ordered 
10 pnis of foammg porter and 
carried them on a tray to the 
“barter-room™ 

“A drink for every man ın the 
room," | announced, when they 
opened the door They ushered me 
jnside and helped themselves, closed 
the door agun and allowed me to sit 
through the solemn proceedings 

There were mne men im the room, 
four on each side of a portersoaked 
table, and one at its head He was 
Johnny Lynch, the local match- 
maker The others were the two 
fathers of the men and woman 
destined tor matrimony, and their 
sons or nearest male relatives 

Everybody's speech was thick as 
treacle, for this particular economuc 
conference had been going on for 
five hours 

“Three hundred and fifty pounds 
and not a penny less,” a spokesman 
for the bridegroom was saying “it’s 
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a good farm she's getting, and the 
running of ıt without interference, 
and a good steady man 1s Michael” 

“Two-fifty ” The opposite spokes- 
man gulped ins drink while assessing 
the reaction of the opposition 
“Mary's a fine, rosy-cheeked gurl!” he 
shouted, sendmg froth flymg from 
his moustache “A better baker you 
wouldn't find im the whole of 
Ireland.” 

“To the devil with all of ye — why 
don't we spht the difference and 
make it 300” It was Johnny thc 
match-maker doing lus best to earn 
lus fee of free food, booze and 
lodging dunng the period of the 
negotiations A matchmaker docs 
not receive payment in cash. 

The fisst spokesman took a long 
swig at his glass, slapped lus big hand 
down on the table and offered, “AU 
nieht, af she's all you say she 1s, we’ 
settle for 300.” 

“But first we'll walk the land,” 
the other replied “If ifs to our 
itkng Mary can have hum, and all the 
best to the pair of еп!” 

After a final round of porter — 
compliments of the management — 
they walked out A week later, Mike 
and Mary were married with scarcely 
any antimate prelinunaries 

In the Наз countryside such 
matchmaking 1s the accepted thing 
when inhentance of property 15 
ınyolved И is а contract-marriage 
arranged by the parents or families of 
the marrying parties, and takes care 
of the disposal of farmland, farm 
buildings and hyestock 

When a farmer thinks 1t 15 time for 
him to take 1t easy and let one of his 
sons take over, he selects that son 
and makes him heir to the farm. 
Only one son 25 settled on the land 
He gets the farm and a wife who has 
to live up to the rural Insh saying 
“Sure you're а powerful woman" — 


which means she looks strong enough 
to feed chickens, nutk cows, fetch 
water, cook and clean without any 
labor-saving devices, and at the same 
time bear unlimited children 

As for the farmers other sons, 
they have two alternatives — emi- 
gration or bachelorheod for the rest 
of ther усә This 15 because 
marnageable colleens are getting 
mughty scarce on the Ould Sod They 
ate fast becoming non-existent m the 
country districts 

Travel 100 rules through Shgo, 
Donegal, Letnim and Roscommon in 
the West of Ireland and it’s unlikely 
you'd see a single gl with that 
famous milk-whıte skin, coal-black 
har and blue eyes lauded so much 
down the centunes by Insh poets 
and bards 

The women you would sec would 
be either too old or too young for 
the епос men The marnageable 
colleen has become a product 
labelled, for export only. The coun- 
tryside has been losing its сн over 
the past years at the rate of a couple 
of thousand a year, and the drain has 
been going on steadily for 30 years. 

The colleens sail from the land of 
their Бий to the British cities of 
Liverpool, Birmingham, Manchester, 
Glasgow and London. As factory 
workers, waitresses, bus conduc- 
tresses and home helps they soon 
make men friends, meet men and get 
marrıed Rarely do they return to the 
Emerald Isle; 

Behind them they leave thousands 
of bachelors who become reconciled 
to their fate 

The turf fires may not burn quite 
so brightly or so cleanly and the 
drapes often fall down before they 
are washed, but the Inish bachelor of 
today gradually learns to appreciate 
lus freedom 

(Continued on page 70) 


o bride | 


The girl and the gangsters turned Jardi 
into a nightmare .. . 


JARDINE TIPPED the porter and 
entered the room He kicked the 
door shut behind bum and threw off 
his coat He crossed to the window 
and pushed open the shutters 

Below, the narrow street was 
shadowy, the darkened sockets of 
the windows opposite met his gaze 


Occasionally an angry Fiat buzzed 
over the ancient stones Somewhere 
m the distance, bells were chiming, 
above the sounds of Rome and the 
roar of traffic which never scemed to 


cease 

He closed the shutters and, as he 
undressed, looked around at the 
opulent decor of the room The 
company, ав usual, had booked hum 
the best room m the best pub И was 
his second vist to the Eterna) City 
This time, he hed three days to kil 
before he flew out to Sydney 

As he walked towards the 
bathroom door he congratulated 
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himself on closmg the deal m 
London It had been hard setting 
that contract signed, but now it was 
over and he had three days to see the 
sights, explore the Via Veneto, do 
the rounds of the clubs 

He stopped his fingers впррив 
the door handle The shower was 
running 

Quietly he opened the door and 
stepped on to the tiles The shower 
was turned off and the curtains 
parted 

Two pairs of eyes met His, wide 
and filled with instant admuration 
Hers, dark and flasting with fear 
lardine's gaze was distracted It 
moved from her face, classic, soft, 
tumeless, followed the perfect lines of 
her neck, catching a sweep of 
lustrous black hair, down to discover 
the impeccable body Нег skin was 
deeply tanned, her breasts full and 
firm, the nıpples ghstenmg with 


ine's brief Roman holiday 
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water He traced the tiny nvers of 
water coursing down over her belly, 
seemg her exquisite hips before the 
shower curtain swept up to obscure 
his vision 

Jardine didn’t believe m miracles 
Mistakes, yes But not miracles! 

"T — must have been given the 
wrong тоот 

The girl did not speak Her eyes 
searched his 

“Pl get you a towel,” he offered 

“Americano?” Her voce was soft, 
husky, very Жарап 

“Australian,” he grinned 
Jardine And you?” 

“Never mind” Her eyes flashed 
“Yes, ] would hke the towel 

Jardine reached for it, suddenly 
very aware of Ins own nakedness He 
draped a second towel around 
himself 

“You're stayıng in this room?" 

“No Please —” she began 


“Pete 


the 

laughed “I ат mvolved " 
She returned his smile 

beside fim, one hand around his 


From the door of the hotel room 
came a thunderous knocking Jardine 
saw the girl‘s sudden and panic 

“For you?“ he guessed. 

“Please — help me," she begged 

“Help you?" Jardine echoed 

“Quick! She fled from behind 
the curtain, dropping the towel She 
grasped his wnst, draggmg him 
towards the bed. She pulled back the 


” she breathed 

Jardine was beside her, pulling the 
sheet up over them Her face was 
only inches from his, her hps parte 

“Kiss me 27“ 

Jardine bent hes head and their 
lips met Beneath the sheet their 
bodies were locked to, 

The door burst open The two 
policemen looked apologetic 

“Excuse, the senior man lowered 
lus revolver “We look for criminal ** 

Jardine, tightening his embrace of 
the girl, keeping her face buried in 
his chest, forced himself to smile 

“Okay Go ahead * 

The younger officer crossed to the 


bathroom, returning seconds later to 
shake his head The senior officer 
gave a polite bow to Jardine 

"Excuse.'* 

The door closed and lardine fell 
back agamst the pillows The gul's 
body was pressed firmly agamst him, 
and his fingers stroked her soft hair 

“I think they've gone.“ he 
whispered 

She looked up, her eyes filled 
with gratitude. “Thank you” She 
hfted her lips to his, kissing hım for a 
long minute, then drawıng away 

As she stood up he caught his 
breath Her figure was utterly 
astounding, agonisingly beautiful 
She moved to the bathroom, 
returning with a handful of panties, 
bra and frock He watched her dress, 
studying the long legs and lithe body 

He, too, got up and sat on the 
edge of the bed 

“Who are you?” he asked “Why 
are the police looking for you?“ 

“No 1 cannot teli you You must 
not become involved “ 

Jardme lit a cigarette and tossed 


her pack — "Involved? һе 


She sat 
back, her fingers cool agamst his 
skin 

“Таш Gina Cavalh My father was 
Dr Emubo Cayalı He was very 
famous, very wealthy ““ 

Jardine raised an eyebrow 
why the police?“ 

“My father 15 dead The Mafia КШ 
him Yesterday They wanted him to 
work for them He refused He sud 
he would go to the police The Mafia 
make 1 look as i£ 1 ат guilty Now 
the police are searching Roma They 
must have seen me enter this hotel ^ 

“Surely you can prove your 
зппосепсе?“ 

“Perhaps " she shrugged, ınhatıng 
smoke, “If 1 can get back to our 
house You see, 1 took а photograph 
of a man called Graziani when he 
killed my father I was in the next 
room If I can get the photograph to 
the police they will believe me But 
this ıs not your affair” 
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“Boy, it sure jumped that time, didn’t it!” 


“Try me” He kissed her cheek 
and got up “ГИ get dressed and 
come with you” 

“No,” she protested 

Jardıne ignored her "Pass that 
tie,” he ordered 

* * * 

Cautiously they stepped from the 
room mto the corndor Gina, her 
frock clinging to her curves, revealing 
gencrous cleavage, looked from side 
to side In the distance they could 
hear voices and hammering on other 
doors 

“To the roof,’ she whispered 
“We can get over to the next building 
from up there ” 

Jardme followed her A flight of 
stas led out on to the roof garden 
where tables bencath gay umbrellas 
overlooked the Roman Forum It 
was too early for lunch so the area 
was still deserted 

Gina hurned across to the low 
wall Beyond was the next roof, a 
gentle slope of ochre tiles leading to 
a door in what Jardıne presumed was 
an attıc 

The wai of a police siren reached 
them from the street below. Keeping 
flat, they crossed the roof Gina’s 
tight frock rode up, revealing the 
young, tense flesh of her thighs In 
three minutes they had gained the 
door Jardine iested и, found it 
unlocked and pushed ıt open 

They hurried down the stars of 
the old office building No one 
questioned their presence and soon 
they were stepping out ou to the 
street 
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Gina hailed a taxı 

“Villa Serpent: ” 

Jardine felt the girl press close to 
jum as Ње taxi hurtled along The 
driver hurst into song, oblivious of 
the other Fıats which darted around 
them They passed through an 


interminable succession of narrow 
alleyways which opened out on to 
broad pıazzas, then were swallowed 
again by long dark streets of 
shuttered ochre buildings 

Suddenly they were cruising up 
the broad sweep of the Via Vittorio 
Veneto, past the street cafes, grand 
hotels and elegant boutiques In 
contrast to the rabbit warren of 
streets below, a broad tree-lined 
avenue led them up to the Pincio 
Gardens, to a hill overlooking the 
entire city of Rome sprawling m the 
morning sun, a patchwork of dark 
greens, ochres, ancient red and 
browns 

Jardme looked out over the view 
Then he smiled down at the warmly 
sensuous girl beside hm, vividly 
recalling her naked body hard agamst 
hs, chilled m that instant by the 
almost unbelievable threat to her Ше 
amd all this beauty How could it be 
possible? 

The taxi turned down a small lane 
hetween stone walls clad with vines 
Gina got out, taking hıs hand, 
walkmg down through the garden to 
the magnificent villa 

“My home,” she said simply as 
they entered the cool hallway 
Jardine looked from side to side The 
place had been furnished with a taste 
which obviously ran mto many 
millions of ше 

Gina ushered hım into a study 


“And don’t give us 112 with the leaky faucet or 213 with the 


window that stcks . . + 


» 
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Comforts of home 


farmers in the cooler parts used to make rugs by sewing old sacks together. 
They probably gave the anımals a lot of comfort during the cold nights. 


When mosquitaes were bad, farmers used ta light fires egainst dry old 
stumps and logs in the evening before the horses were turned out to graze. 
Smothered with leafy branches as they burned up, the fires smoked freely 
and drove the insects away for at least a few hours 


night. 


| 


WHEN FARMING was done by horse the men valued thew horses Some | 
The horses appreciated the fires and stood eround them during the | 
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She reached up behind a vase of 
flowers set m a wall alcove and 
produced а mimature camera Jar- 
dme saw the triumphant expression 
on her face change to one of horror 
He swung around 

"I see you have come back 1 
thought you would” The man was 
big, like an аре, his glowermg cycs 
and surly lips dominating the ugliness 
of tus features Two men were with 
him in the doorway They wore 
flashy suits and rings glınted on their 
fingers 

“Graziani 
against the wall 

Graztaní's gun swung from the gırl 
to Jardine 

“Who are you?" he snapped 

"My name в Jardme Pm an 
Austrahan ” 

The other man shrugged “It’s too 
bad you come here And now, 
Gina the camera ” 

“No!” She was wild eyed 

Jardıne took a step towards Gina 
but was restrained 

Grazianı gave orders “Tie him up 
Iwant no trouble with Вип” 

Jardine struggled but the two men 
knew them business well Soon his 
hands were bound behind his back 
and he was thrust back into the 
comer. He watched as Graziani 
waved the gun menacingly 

“You are a fool, Gina. Give me 
the camera.” 

Gma hesitated, then threw the 
camera to the big man He caught it 
effortlessly and exposed ugly teeth 

“Now you are bemg sensible You 
know,” he walked across to her, “we 


” Gma pressed back 


could have become very гоой 
Fnends ” 
He pocketed the camera and 


scooped Gina close to himscif She 
tried to break loose, but hrs arm held 
her Ше a vice His lps stifled her 
scream 

Suddenly Graziani ripped away 
her frock, barıng her body, teanng 
off her bra The other men laughed 

“Perhaps your friend in the comer 
would like to see you in action. You 
are very attractive, you know ” 


“Get to hell," challenged Jardme 

Gina wnthed as Graziani’s hands 
moved over her They enclosed her 
breasts and she screamed Jardine 
dived forward One of the men raised 
a hand to strike him 

The police siren was sudden, 
close Graziani froze before calling 
out 

“Get them out the back way! To 
the lower road!” 

Grazianı grabbed Gina, who 
clutched her torm frock around 
herself A gun jabbed mto Jardıne’s 
nbs and he ran with them from tbe 
villa, down a winding path through 
the garden A wooden gate set in the 
high stone wall opened on to the 


road where the big black car waited 

Jardıne was bundled on to the 
floor at the back beside Gma 
Gramam sank back into the scat, 
holding hıs gun at ther heads 
Jardme heard the front doors slam 
and the powerful engine roar into 
hfc. 

Looking up through the window, 
Jardine saw trees pass overhead 
After a while he saw buildings flash 
by The heavy sounds of traffic told 
him they were again driving through 
the heart of Rome 

Eventually the big car stopped At 
gunpoint he was dragged out and 
forced mto a shadowy doorway 
Gina, shaking with fear, was hauled 
out and thrown into ihe shadows 
beside him. Graziani produced a key 
and led the way inside 

“Tie up the gui,” he shouted 
“We'll keep them here for a while.” 

The two men obeyed, and then — 
at another command — escorted their 
pnsoners down a winding staircase to 
a dank cellar Jardine first was thrust 
into the gloom Gina followed, and 
the wooden door slammed Beyond 
it, a heavy bolt shd into place 

Gradually their eyes 
accustomed to the darkness 
cellar was small. 


{Continued on page 75) 
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"Erer Pm your new sugar from across the neighbor, can I 
orrow а cup of hall?” 
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The battle for a broken bridge across the Taenyong River, North 
Korea, in 1950, was the Australian Army’s first since World 
War Il. It was a victory not because of the enemy it destroyed, but 


because of the lives it saved. 


THE LATE AUTUMN NIGHT was 
windy and cold, and the Australian 
soldiers m their hastıly-dug foxholes 
were kept awake as much hy the chill 
as by the harassing enemy fire ahove 
ther heads Through the mght, the 
diggers of B Company, 3 RAR, heard 
sporadic bursts of enemy dire all 
along the front, and at about 4am 
there was a tremendous blast of 
mortar, machine gun and rifle fire 
Afterwards, for a while, there was a 
silence over the little hattleficid 

Two privates were sharmg one of 
B Company's forward foxholes, and 
one of them took advantage of the 
lull m the action to take 2 short nap 
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His mate kept watch while he curted 
up agansi the cold carth and 
dropped off to sleep with hıs rıfle 
across his knees 

A httle while later something 
apparently disturbed the sleeper 
hecause he woke suddenly He shook 
himscif and stared around at the 
darkness 

“Just had a funny dream,” he 
muttered “I dreamt there was a tank 
at the bottom of the hill” 

“Take a look at that, sport,” 
invited his mate, and drew hack the 
foxhole’s flimsy screen of camou- 
flage 

The sicepy soldier looked and a 


FACT/MICHAEL YOUNG 


yawn фей on his lps Down the 
slope from them foxhole was an 
open, stcep-sided valley between two 
ndges And there, right at the foot of 
the slope, lookmz huge and hlack ın 
the dim hght, was a Russian-budlt 
T-34 tank The dark moving figures 
of a protecting screen of infantry 
soldiers surrounded it 

As the two Austrahans watched 
and listened, they heard a faint voice 
msde the tank The next moment, 
there was a dull hang and a sheet of 
flame as the tank's gun opened fire. 

For the next couple of hours, 
they and ther mates m the other 
forward foxholes hugged the ground 


ABOVE. 

A small indication of the formation wf 3 
British Commonwealth Division, is seen as 
Pte G Davidson, of Perth WA, is assisted 
by Pte D. W. Hannan, of Paddington 


\SW into new Bntish-type equipment. 
Wii. the Korean hills and paddy fields as a 
background. Pte Е. D. Ryan, of Coogee, 
YSW stands by to offer suggestions 


a аа 


1 
' 
BELOW. 
These Di vers of the RAR are clad to b 
carryins back their load of armored vests 
to Company Headquarters the morning 
after the trace was signed. r 
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while the tank commander shouted 
his orders and the big gun fired into 
the hillside at random 

The lone attack by the tank m the 
nighi-inme was one of many mcidents 
which constıtuted the Australian 
Army’s first set-piece battle smee the 
end of World War 2 — the Battle of 
Broken Bridge. As battles go, ıt was a 
very small one But ıts tactical results 
were extremely important, and, as at 
tumed out, one of 1ts strategic results 
was absolutely vital 

The date was October 26, 1950. 
The broken bridge was on the 
Taenyong River in North Korca, 
about 60 miles south of the frontier 
of Chinese Communist-occupied 
Manchuria. The diggers of 3 RAR 
were a part of the British Common- 
wealth Brigade which was onc of the 
spearhead formations of the United 
Nations forces fishttng for South 
Korean independence. 

The Korean War had begun four 


meeüng of the United Nations 
Secunty Council 

On June 26, US ow and sea forces 
ın the North Pacific area were 
directed to assist South Korea. On 
June 27, the Secunty Council voted 
to provide active help for the South 
Koreans, and on the next day the 
member States of the UN — includ- 
mg Australia — were asked what help 
they couid send 

Australia was one of the first 
nations to offer help On June 29 
two RAN warships m Japanese 
waters were placed at the disposal of 
the United Nations On July 1, 
RAAF Mustang fighters based m 
occupied Japan escorted American 
bombers on raids over North Korea 
It was announced on July 26 that 
Austraha would be sending ground 
troops to fight alongside the Amen- 
cans and British there. 

Two regular battahons of the 
Royal Austrahan Regiment had been 
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months before, when North Korea, 
seckmg to unite the whole of Korea 
under a communist government, had 
launched a blitzkreig-patiern offon- 
sive against the republic of South 
Korea Well-orsanısed armies, sup- 
ported by tanks and aurcraft, struck 
across the frontier drawn by the 
Americans and Russians in 1945 — a 
frontier which had smce become an 
extension of the Iron Curtain. 

The United Nations had ареаду 
recogmsed Dr Synghman Rhee's 
government, which ruled South 
Korea, as the only legitimate Korean 
government. But under the protec- 
thon of Russia and Communist China, 
General Kim [i Sung established 
himself as the head of the Korean 
People's Democratic Republic m the 
north. He, too, claimed to be the 
nehtful ruler of all Korea and on 
June 25, 1950, hus armes moved to 
decide the matter by force 

To most people ш the free world, 
Korea was just a small Asian country 
a long way away But US President 
Harry $ Truman realised that a hine 
bad to be drawn against communist 
aggression and he called for a 
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IN 1867, gold was found mora than 100 miles north of Brisbane 
(Queensland). The gold was discovered by a man called Nash and the 
settlement became known as Nashville 

However, the prospectors fell foul of broad-leafed stinging trees 
growing olong a scrubby creek The local Aborigines called the stingers 
Gimpy Ginny ond the place soon became known вз Gympie. 

The gold petered out long ago but there is now a city with people 
following egricultural pursults where once the Gimpies grew, But part of 
the Gympie district still has the name of Nashville, 
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rased in Australia since the end of 
World War li A third battalion mado 
up of volunteers from the diggers 
serving with the British Common- 
wealth Oceupation Forces and drafts 
of picked volunteers from Australia 
— was formed in Japan. On Septem- 
ber 28, 1950, 3 RAR disembarked at 
Pusan in South Korea 

Lieutenant-Colonel C H Green, 
DSO, a 30-year-old World War П 
veteran, met his 960-strong battalion 
at the wharf at Pusan. Colonel Green 
was ampressed with the men he saw 
Most of them were m their middle or 
late 20s, and were also World War П 
veterans They had been chosen for 
thew physical fitness and infantry 
experience, and after spending the 
last 10 weeks on an intensive combat 
traming course m Japan they were 
ready for action 

“We are screaming to po,” one 
3 RAR sergeant told newsmen who 
met the bottahon “The boys have 
reached concert pitch We hope 
there'll be some mopping up left for 
us to do” 

At that pomt m the war the 
Americans were driving north up the 


Korean peninsula, after having cap- 
tured the capital city of Seoul They 
were on the point of striking out for 
Pyongyang, the North Korean capi- 
tal To the Australians, 18 looked as 1f 
the war would be over ın a few more 
weeks 

On September 30, 3 RAR jomed 
two British battalions, the Argyll and 
Sutherland Highlanders and the 
Middlesex Regiment, which were 
engaged m mopping-up operations m 
a reor area Together the three 
battalions formed the 27th British 
Commonwealth Brigade 

In their first few days of patrol 
ling, the Austrahans captured or 
destroyed a number of dumps of 
enemy stores They had their first 
casualties when the 2IC of C 
Company and hus driver were blown 
up m Шеш jeep by a mme On 
October 5, the Commonwealth Bri- 
ваде was aırhfted north to the Seoul 
area to jom the Americans in the 
coming invasion of North Korea 

Supported by American tznks and 
“artiliery, the brigade made a wide 
sweep on the flank of the advance to 
meet the US 8th Cavalry Regiment at 
the town of Kumchon. The British 
and Austrahan soldiers had to slog 
their way up narrow rıver valleys 
between thickly-wooded mountains, 
blasting away pill-box ambushes and 
cutting off North Korean stragglers 

In the next stage of the advance, 
the United Nations forces moved so 
fast that m some places they became 
involved sn traffic jams with the 
retreating communist forces 

Mayor I В Ferguson, MC, the 2IC 
of 3 RAR, ran ınto a long column of 
North Korean infantry and bluffed 
them mto surrender by telling them 
that they were surrounded That 
mht, one company of Austrahans 
ended up taking 1982 prisoners. 

The Commonwealth Brigade 
fought a swirhng, fierce action near 
the town of Yongyu, where they had 
to break though to reheve a 
stranded US paratroop unıt After a 
tank attack and an Australian bayo- 
net charge the communists were 
driven out on to open paddy fields 
where they lost about 150 men killed 
and 239 captured 

By this time the North Koreans 
had been driven back almost to the 
Manchunan border The Common; 
wealth Brigade's next task was to 
securs a bridgehead across the 
Chongchon River and capture the 
towns of Pakchon and Chongju, on 
the roads leadmg into Manchuria. 

Supported by US tanks, the 
brıgade pushed up to the cast bank 
of the Chongchon and found that all 
the bridges had been blown up 

(Contmued on page 62} 
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Was the murderer insane, under the influence of drugs or 
completely controlled by a mind greater than his own? 


FICTION/EDWARD D. HOCH 


IT WAS Fletchers cese trom the 
beginning, but Captain Leopold rode 
along with him wben the orginal call 
came in The thing sccmcd open and 
shut, with the only suspect found 
hterally standing over his victim, and 
on a dull day Leopold thought that a 
nde out to the University might be 
pleasant 

Here, along the rıver, the October 
color was already sn the trees, and 
through the park a shght haze of 
burning leaves clouded the road in 
spots It was a warm day for autumn, 
a sunny day Not really a day for 
murder 

“The University hasn't changed 
muth,” Leopold commented, as they 
turned into the narrow street that led 
past the fraternity houses to tbe 
hbrary tower ‘A few new forms, 
anda new stadium That's about all” 

“We haven’t had a case here since 
that bombing four or five years 
back,” Fletcher said “This one looks 
to be a lot casier, though They’ve 
got the guy already Stabbed his 
roommate and tben stayed rıght 
there with the body” 

Leopold was silent They'd pulled 
up before one of the big new 
dormitones that towered towards the 
sky like some middleaneome housing 
project, all brick and concrete and 
Tight now surrounded by milling 
students Leopold pinned on his 
badge and led the way 

The room was on the fourth floor, 
facing the river It seemed to be 
identical to all the others — a 
depressing oblong with bunk beds, 
twin study desks, wardrobes, and a 
large picture wmdow opposite the 


door The medical examiner was 
already there, and he looked up as 
Leopold and Fletcher entered 
“We're ready to move hun All right 
with you, Captain?” 

“The boys get them pictures? 
Then it’s fine with me Fletcher, find 
out what you can” Then, to the 
medical examiner, “What killed 
hum?" 

“A couple of stab wounds РП do 
an autopsy, but there's not much 
doubt ^ 

“How long dead?” 

“A day or so” 

“A day!” 

Fletcher had been making notes as 
he questioned the others “The 
precinct men have it pretty well 
wrapped up for us, Captum The 
депа boy 15 Ralph Rallıngs, a second 
year student His roommate admıts 
to being here witb the body for 
maybe 20 hours before they were 
discovered Roommate’s name 1s 
Tom McBern They've got him im the 
next тоот” 

Leopold nodded and went 
through the connecting door Tom 
McBern was tall and slender and 
handsome in a dark, collegiate sort of 
way “Have you warned him of his 
rights?” Leopold asked a patrolman 

“Yes, sr," the constable replicd 

“AB right” Leopold sat down on 
the bed opposite McBern “What 
have you got to say, son?” 

The deep brown eyes came up to 
meet Leopold's “Nothing, sr I 
think | want a lawyer” 

“That’s your privilege, of course 
You domt wisb to make any 
statement about how your roommate 
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met hs death, or why you zemamed 
im the room with him for several 
hours without reporting 1t?" 

“No, sir" He turned away and 
stared out the window 

“You understand wei have to 
book you on suspicion of homicide ** 

The boy said nothing more, and 
after a few moments Leopold left 
him alone with the officer. He went 
back to Fletcher and watched while 
the body was covered and carried 
away “He's not talkmg Wants a 
lawyer Where ате we?” 

Sergeant Fletcher shrugged “All 
we need 1s motive They probably 
had the same girl or something ” 

“Find out/* Leopold ordered. 

They went to talk with the boy 
who occupied the adjommg room, 
the one who'd found the body He 
was sandy-hared and handsome with 
the look of an athlete His name was 
Bill Smith 

“Tell us how ıt was, 
Leopold said 

“There's not much to tell [knew 
Ralph and Tom shehtly durmg my 
freshman year, but never really well 
They stuck pretty much together 
This year I got the room next to 
them, but the connecting door was 
always locked Anyway, yesterday 
nether one of them showed up at 
class 


Bull,” 


"To hell with the light reading! Get the picture. get the 
Е. 


picture. 


“When I came back yesterday 
afternoon I knocked at the door and 
asked if anything was wrong Tom 
called out that they were sick He 
wouldn’t open the door. I went into 
my own room and didn’t think much 
about ıt Then, this morning, I 
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“He just pawned his lucky rabbit's foot.” 
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knocked to see how they were 
Tom's voice sounded so. strange?” 

“Where was your own roommate 
all this timo?” 

“He’s away His father died and 
he went home for the funeral” 
Smith's hands were nervous, busy 
with а shredded piece of paper 
Leopold offered hum a cigarette and. 
he took 1t 

“Anyway, when he wouldn't open 
the door I became quite concerned 
and told ham I was gomg for help He 
opened it then — and 1 saw Ralph 
stretched out on the bed, all bloody 
and dead” 

Leopold nodded and went to 
stand by the window From here he 
could see the trees down along the 
rıver, blazing gold and amber and 
scarlet as the October sun passed 
across them “Най you heard any 
sounds the previous day? Any 
argument?” 

“No Nothing. Nothing at all” 

“Had they disagreed m the past 
about anything?” 

“Not that I knew of If they 
didn’t get along, they hardly would 
have asked to room together again 
this year ^ 

“How 
asked 

“They both dated occasionally, I 
think” 

“No special one? One they Бош 


about guts?’ Leopold 


кей? 


Bill Smith was silent for a fraction 
too long “No.” 

“You're sure?” 

“I told you І didn't know them 
very well” 

“This 15 murder, Bill It’s not a 
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Wild goats 


MANY OF THE outbeck towns depended on goats for their milk supplies. 
In Queensland alone it wes estimated that there were £6000 of these 


епита et one time 


Some time back Seenen goats were introduced to improve the milling 
strein of the local herds. Some of these billies proved to be savege 

At Clermont one attacked and injured e woman as she wes milking her 
goats т her backyard. The town council, the owner of the goat, had to get 


nid of (t 


football dance or a game ” 

“Tom killed him What more do 
you need?" 

“What’s her name, Bill?” 

He stubbed out the cigarette and 
looked away Then finally he ans- 
wered “Stella Banting She's a third 
year” 

“Which one did she go with?” 

“I don’t know She was friendly 
with both of them I thmk she went 
out with Ralph a few times around 
last Christmas, but I’ve seen her with 
Tom lately” 

“She's older than them?” 

“No They’re all 20 She’s just a 
year ahead ” 

“All right," Leopold sad “Ser- 
geant Fletcher will want to question 
you further” He left Smuth’s room 
and went out m the hall with 
Fletcher “it’s your case, Sergeant 
About time I gave it to you” 

“Thanks for the help, Captum ” 

"Let hun talk to a lawyer and 
then see if hc has a story If he stili 
won't make a statement, book hun 
on suspicion I don’t think there's 
any doubt we can get an indict 
ment” 

“You gomg to talk to that вий?” 

Leopold smiled “I just might 
Smith scemed a bit shy about her 
Might be a motive there Lct me 
know as soon as the medical 
exammer has something more de- 
Бойс about the time of death ” 

“Right, Captain ” 

Leopold went downstairs, pushing 
his way through the students and 
faculty members stili crowding the 
halls and starways Outside he 
unpinned the badge and put st away 
The аш was fresh and crısp and he 
strolled across the campus to the 
administration building 

* * 


Stella Banting lived 1n the largest 
sorority house on campus, а great 
colummed building of ivy and red 
brıck But when Captaın Leopold 
found her she was on her way back 
from the drugstore, carrying a bottle 
of shampoo Stella was a tali girl with 
firm, angular hnes and a face that 
might have been beautiful if she ever 
smiied 


Leopold walked up to her “Stella 
Banting?” 

Yeg?” 

“Pm Captan Leopold 1 wanted 
to talk to you about the tragedy over 
at the men’s dorm I trust you’ve 
heard about 1t?” 

She blinked her eyes and said, 
“Yes Pve heard ” 

“Could we yo somewhere and 
talk?’ 

“РІ drop these at the house and 
we can walk af you’d like I don’t 
want to talk there.” 

She was weartng faded bermuda 
shorts and a bulky sweatshirt, and 


walking with her made Leopold feel 
young asun If only she smiled 
occasionally — but perhaps this was 
not a day for smling They headed 
away from the maim campus, out 
foward the silent oval of the athletic 
field and sports stadium 

“You didn’t come over to the 
dorm,” he said to her finally, 
breaking the silence of their walk 

“Should I have?” 

"I understood you were friendly 
with them — that you dated the dead 
boy last Christmas and Tom McBern 
more recently ” 

“A few times Ralph wasn’t the 
sort anyone ever got to know very 
well 

“And what about Tom?” 

“Не was a nice fellow ” 

“Was?” 

“It’s hard to explain Ralph did 
things to people When I felt xt 
happening to me, I broke away ” 

“What sort of things?” 

“He had a power — a power you 
wouldn't believe any 20-year-old 
capable of.” 

“You sound as if you'vc known a 
lot of them ” 


passe 
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“I was just thinking, Dad. Maybe Mom fell in that big hole 
you dug in the basement.” 
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“J have This 1s my third year at 
the University I've grown up a lot m 
that time 1 think I have anyway " 

“And what about [om McBern?” 

“I dated him a few times recently 
just to confirm for myself how bad 
things were He was completely 
under Ralph’s thumb He hved for no 
one but Ralph ” 


“Homosexual”? Leopold asked 

“Ко, І don't think ıt was anything 
as blatant as that It was more the 
relationship of teacher and pupil, 
leader and follower” 


“Master and slave?” 

She turned to smile at him “You 
do seem ıntent on midnight orgies, 
don’t you?" 

“The boy 1s dead, after all” 

“Yes Yes, he is” She stared 
down at the ground, kicking ran- 
domly at the little. clusters of fallen 
leaves “But you see what I mean? 
Ralph was always the leader, the 
teacher — for Tom, almost the 
messıah.” 

“Then why would he bave killed 
him?” Leopold asked 
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Canned child 


WHEN PLAYING in a cream can while on a visit to his grandmother on a 
farm outside Goomboortan, 2 three-year-old boy became stuck from the 
waist down, and was hurriedly bundled Into an ambuiance and taken to the 
Gympie General Hospital for extraction, 

The doctors, who could lift out а kidney stone ог an appendix, were 
baffled by the casa Thay retired in favor of a local blacksmith, 

Befors the ayes of an interested crowd tha child was cut out with tin 


8 


snips and cold chisels 


ORINAR 


“That's just t — he wouldn't!” 
Whatever happened m that room I 
can’t magne Tom McBern ever 
bnnging himself to kill Ralph ” 

“There 15 one possibility, Miss 
Bantıng Could Ralph Rollmgs have 
made a disparaging remark about 
you? Something about when he was 
datıng you?” 

“J never slept with Ralph, if that’s 
what you're tzying to ask me With 
either of them, for that matter” 

“1 didn’t moan ıt thet way” 

“It happened just the way Гус 


"Hip 
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told you if anything, I was afraid of 
Ralph J didn’t want him getting that 
sort of hold over me.” 

Somehow he knew they’d reached 
the end of their stroll, even though 
they were still in the middle of the 
campus quadrangle, some distance 
from the sports arena “Thank you 
for your help, Miss Banting J may 
want to сай on you again” 

He left her there and headed back 
toward the men’s dorm, knowmg 
that she would watch him until he 
was aut of sight 

а * 

Sergeant Fletcher found Leopold 
m his office early the following 
moming, reading the daily reports of 
the night's activities “Don’t you ever 
sleep, Captam?” he asked, pullmg up 
the faded leather chair that served 
for infrequent visitors 

“PI have enough time for sleeping 
when I’m dead What have you got 
on McBern?" 

"His lawyer says he refuses to 
make a statement, but I gather 
they'd hke to plead lum not guilty 
by reason of insanity * 

"Whats the medical examıner 
say?” 

Fletcher read from 2 typed sheet 
“Two stab wounds, both i the area 
of the heart He apparently was 
stretched out on the bed when he got 
ae 

“How long before they found 
hum?" 

“He'd eaten breakfast maybe an 
hour or so before he died, and from 
our questionmg that places the time 
of death at about 10 o'clock Bill 
Smith went to the door and got 
McBern to open it at about eight the 
followıng morning Since we know 
McBern was in the room the previous 
evemng when Smith spoke to Бош 
through the door, we can assume he 
was alone with the body for 
approximately 22 hours ” 

Leopold was starmg out the 
window, mentally comparing the 
city’s autumn gloom with the colors 
of the countryside that he’d seen the 
previous day Everything dies, only it 
dies a httle sooner and a bit more 


drably in the city “What else” he 
asked Fletcher, because there obvi- 
ously was something else 

“In one of the desk drawers 
Fletcher said, producing a little 
evidence envelope “Six sugar cubes 
saturated with LSD ” 

“AH right " Leopold stared down 
at them “I guess that’s not too 
inusual on campuses these days Has 
there ever been a murder committed 
by anyone under the influence of 
1507" 

“А case out West somewhere and 
Í think another one over m Eng- 
land” 

“Can we get а conviction or is this 
the basis of the insanity plea?” 

“PI check on it, Captain ” 

“And one more thing — get the 
fellow Smith m here, I want to talk 
with him again” 

Later, alone, Leopold felt pro- 
foundly depressed The case 
bothered him McBern had stayed 
with Rollings’ body for 22 hours 
Anybody that could last that long 
would have to be crazy He was crazy 
and he was a killer and that was all 
there was to it 

When Fletcher ushered Bill Smith 
anto the office an hour later, Leopold 
mas staung out the window He 
tumed and motioned the young man 
to a chair “I have some further 
questions, Bill” 

“Yes” 

“Teli me about the LSD?” 

“What?” 

Leopold walked over and sat on 
She edge of the desk “Don’t pretend 

u never heard of ıt Rollings and 
¿Bern had some in their room ” 

But Smith looked away “1 didn't 


know There were rumors ” 

“Nothing else? No noise?" 

"Noise, yes Sometimes ıt 
wis” 

Leopold waited for him to con- 
tinue, and wben be did not, said, 
“This is a murder 1nvestigation, ВШ” 

“Roilings — he deserved to die, 
ihars all He was the most com- 
pletely evil person I ever knew The 
things he did to poor Tom. ” 

"Stella Banting says Tom almost 
worshipped hum.” 

“He did. and that’s what made it 
а! the more terrible 7 


NS 


Leinad kaned back and üt a 


cigarette li they were both high on 
LSD almost anyone could have 
entered that room and stabbed 


Ralph” 

Bill Smith shook lus head “I 
doubt ıt They wouldn't have dared 
unlock the door while they were 
turned on Besıdes, Tom would have 
protected him with his own life.” 

“And yet were to bebeve that 
Tom killed him? That he stabbed 
him to death and then spent a day 
and a might alone with the body? 
Doing what, Bill? Doing what?” 

“J don’t know ° 

“Do you think Tom MeBern 15 
insane?” 

“No, not really Not legally ” He 
glanced away “But on the subject of 
Rollıngs, Tom was pretty far gone 
Once. when we were still friendly, he 
told me he'd do anything for 
Rollings — even trust him with his 
life. And he did, one time It was 
during the spring weekend and 
everybody had been drinking a lot 
Tom hung upside down out of the 
dorm window with Rollıngs holding 
his ankles He really trusted him ” 

"i think FH have to talk with Tom 
McBem again,” Leopold sad “At 
the scene of the сите” 

* * 

Fletcher brought Tom McBern 
out (o the campus 1n handcuffs, and 
Captain Leopold was watıng for 
them in the oblong room on the 
fourth floor “All nght, Fletcher,” 
Leopold sad’ “You can leave из 
alone Wait outside ” 


(Continued on page 77) 


“This cheque Pm making out to the beauty parlor — what 
is it for?” 
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HIS OWN 


Windy Glew was much akin to this killer horse but he could not 
keep it under his control once he reverted to his wild, killer 


nature. 


FICTION/WALLACE McKINLEY 


A FOG of powdery grey dust, an 
odor of sweaty horseflesh, and a 
swirl of color and sound hung about 
the big high-fenced corral that 
adjoined ihe cattle pens and shipping 
chute along the railroad siding at 
Palo Verde Spring Station 

Standing in front of the saloon he 
had emerged from, Windy Clew 
squmted toward the corral and 
grunted “Kid stuff Horseplay,” he 
scoffed, grinning thinly 

Weil might Clew have considered 
the corral attraction like that Tall 
and powerful m build, an excellent 
rider and an expert with the two big, 
ivory-handied 455 that weighted his 
crossed belts, Windy Clew was 
admittedly a capable and dangerous 
man 

There were notches on the stocks 
of both of hts weapons — notches 
whose authenticity none could doubt 
who had witnessed his hehtning-swift 
and eitherhanded draw, or studied 
the lines of his thin-lypped face as 
they listened to the constant brag- 
ging of his prowess over man and 
horse 

Clew's eyes hghted with interest 
as he continued to stare toward the 
big corral. There was something 
unusual afoot A moment before 
there had been an uproar of sound, 
of laughter and yells Now it had 
died strangely and sharply away 

A tense and stramed silence had 
fallen Sensmg tragedy with the 
unerring instinct that a wolf scents 
prey, Clew thumbed at his sagging 
gunbelts and started hurriedly to- 
ward the corral 

* E ж 

About nme o'clock that morning 
old Jake Irwm with several of his 
men, had drven 200 young horses 
into the httle rulroad town from his 
distant horse ranch back m thc High 
Mese foothills 
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Finally pennmg the horses safely 
in the corral, Irwin and lus men had 
ndden across to the four saloons and 
two general stores bunched together 
opposite the little cowtown railroad 
station Here im the largest saloon 
and after the customary thirst 
quenching, Jake gravely announced 
that he had some horses to sell 

Since the sale was 2 known and 
dated event and as every aole-bodied 
man for 20 miles around was already 
m town awatting тё, Irwın’s explana- 
ton was hardly necessary But 
according to custom, ihe big crowd 
of ranchowners and cowboys listened 
until Irwin finished, before breaking 
mto the roar of jokes, banter and 
questions that followed Irwın’s 
horses were noted far and wide for 
their speed and endurance 

However, this alone had not 
brought the crowd Raised in the 
remote and unsettled High Mesa 
foothills and seeing but few humans 
from the time of (ен birth to the 
final sale round-up at matunty, the 
horses were almost as wild as eagles 

Sleck of body with long un- 
inmmed taıls and manes, and hoofs 
that had never known a shoe, they 
fought saddle and nder to the last it 
was to see them ndden that the 
majorty of the crowd had come — 
this ın spite of the fact that the 
animals were “broke”, as old Jake 
Irwin always explained with a sly 
wink 

As horses broken of saddle 
brought a better price than others, 
kwm made it a custom io have his 
young stock rıdden a few times by 
one of ius rawhide tough bronc- 
breakers before offenng them for 
Sale. 

Whether or not a man could stay 
on the mounts selected was proved at 
time of purchase, either by the buyer 
or by some experienced rider 


brought along for the purpose 

For hours the big corral bad been 
a scene of wild activity as animal 
after anımal was selected and saddled 
and bridled for nding by two or 
three husky men, until now only a 
sıngle horse remamed This one, a 
lean, longlegged, strong-bodied 
animal of darkly speckled grey, had 
put up 2 terrific struggle 

Snorting defiance it had raced 
madly about the big corral with eyes 
rolhng and muscles bunching and 
sliding like a cougars, as it evaded 
the hussmg ropes When finally 
caught, ıt had fought the handlers 
like a wild animal 

Old Jake Irwm had watched im 
silence until the horse had been 
subdued Nor did he speak as the 
animal was blindfolded, and saddled 
and bridled But as a squat-budt 


bow-legged nder started toward the 
horse Irwin suddenly held up his 
hand 

“Gents, I always claim my horses 
has been madden,” he stated, “and 
while there's usually a difference of 
opinion here concernin’ same "tween 
he horse and the feller that forks it. 
1 feel conscience free of conse- 
quences For when Jake, says a 
thing’s so yuh can depend on ıt Two 
0° my best men trıcd that tombstone 
colored grey though, and one quit 
with a badly crushed leg and the 
other just missed gettin’ hıs daylıghts 
squashed out, by the horse reann’ up 
and pitchin’ over backwards 

“Bom” men that make their Livin? 
handkın’ untamed broncs neither of 
them was hurt permanent But I 
don't feel I ought to let any man 
here get on hum *thout far warnin" 


“The horse 15 a ycar older than 
the rest, Вауш” outrun the best of us 
1 last years roundup He's as quick 
as greased hghtnin’ and as dangerous 
to my way of thinkin';" Erwin ended 

Never before had anyone heard 
old Jake irwin make a statement 
againsi a horse he hed to sell and for 
a moment ¿here was 2 subdued 
silence. Then there rose a good 
natured roar of laughs and hoots 

“Ушите gettin’ ın yore second 
chidhood, Jake The borse that 
sam’t be nd had never been foaled 
Why what’s the blame things for if 
they ani to ndo!” a nearby rancher 
bantcred 

The squat nder said nothing 
Standmg where he had stopped at 
Irwin’s words, he stared toward the 
grey with speculative eyes Then his 
jaw squared and he continued 


Motioning the two men holding 
the horse to be on the alert he strode 
purposefully over to the grey With 
hardly a pause he swung himself anto 
the saddle and nodded for the 
blindfold covering the animal's eyes 
to be withdrawn 

For an mstant the lean powerful 
grey stood still as a statue as the hght 
of day struck his eyes What 
happened next was almost too swift 
for eye to follow Certan ıt was 
there were a dozen differing versions 
from the nearest eyewitnesses They 
saw the long hthe shape of the horse 
flash forward — then stop The next 
instant there was a gasp from the 
onlookers as the horse reared 

Warned to expect such a thing, 
the nder tried to save himself Plamly 
the watchers saw his body start to 
move, in motion to dismount — but 
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he was too late Before he was free ot 
the saddle the horse had completed 
iis swift backward plunge and man 
and beast were on the earth m a 
cloud of powdery dust 

The grey was up again before the 
quickest of the onlookers couid 
reach the scene But a glance at the 
crushed, still body of the nder told 
that help fer him was useless Either 
he had been caught m a doubled 
position and his back broken, or the 
sheer weight of the horse had 
crushed the hfe instantly from hım 

Rushing out to the rider, Jake 
Irwin stared down at the figure of 
the man that a scant Вай minute 
before had been filled with vital, 
forceful hfe ‘Then with a deep, 
wordless grow! of cold rage he jerked 
out his sıxshooter and started across 
the pen toward where two men were 
making an effort to hold the grey 
killer 

But before Irwin could reach the 
horse there was a зат and call and 
Clew strode forward Having just 
reached the corral he had taken m 
the scene and understood it at а 
glance Payıng scant attention to the 
fallen man, Clew crossed toward 
Irwın and the horse 

Васйу but appraisingly Clew’s 
glance ran over the grey’s sleek lines 
Then he glanced at the gun m Irwin’s 
hand, and a sneer curled his thin-shit 
gash of lips “You gom’ to killa fine 
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“What did you do with the five thousand I gave you 
last month?” 


animal like that, just because there's 
none of you man enough to nde 
him?" 

Jake eyed Clew with a mixture of 
anger and amazement “Why mister, 
this thing ain’t a horse He’s a devil 


“Where's the soap?” 
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on hoofs — a natural born killer 
through that truck of pitchm' over 
backwards He lamed two of my men 
at the ranch by doin’ it, and just now 
killed as good a nder as there 15 in 
these parts” 

Clew’s gaze ran agam over the 
splendid Ines of the fighting grey “1 
can ride Вит! 1 know а trick that 
match his Whatll you take for 
hum?” 

imitated at being stopped and 
caring little for Clews sneering 
attitude Jake Irwin eyed his ques 
tioner hotly “ГП take 10 cents! One 
simple dime wil buy the horse — 
provided yuh make good here on 
that claim yuh just made on піш” 
him" 

Clew thumbed at his gunbelts, 
spread his feet apart, and expanded 
hus chest A crowd had begun to 
gather thickly about the two, and 
feeling himself the centre of interest 
he wished to make the most of 1t 

Reaching m a pocket he fished 
out ten cents and handed tt over with 
а fiourısh “Негев your money You 
sure must not know me or you 
wouldn't have made no offer hke 
that Clew’s the name and Pd ride a 
nightmare if ıt could be bridied an’ 
saddled!” he said loudly 

“Now one of you gents hurry 
across to one of them saloons and 
bring me two quarts of liquor,” Clew 
added, starıng at the amazed spcc- 
tators 

ж * 


In the three or four weeks he had 
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Fraser Island dingoes 


SEPARATED from the Queensland coast by a deepwater channel, Frazer 
Island at one time was overrun by dingoes How they got there nobody 


seems to know, 


After they had cleaned up ай the wild life within thair reach on the 


ferocious through hunger that they fought among themselves. 


N island they began to attack stock and poultry. They then Весете so | 


On one occasion the lighthouse keeper was chesed by a pack of the wild 
animals and only escaped by the chance that he was clase to the tower at 


the time. 


Eventually through preying upon one another they died out. 
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hung about Palo Verde Spring, 
Ciew's bragging, truculent disposition 
had won him a general dıslıke, and 
there were many in tbe crowd савег 
to see him meet a match Although 
none knew what be meant to do, it 
was but a few moments untill a 
cowpuncber had crossed to the 
nearest saloon and retumed with two 
full bottles of whisky. 

Opening one of the corked bottles 
by an expert jar on the bottom of 
the bottle, Clew drank deeply — 
straght from the bottle Settling the 
bottles down, he strode around in 
front of the horse and faced it from 
hardly a yard distance Scenting the 
odor af the Папот the grey’s nostrils 
twitched and 115 wild, untamed eyes 
came to Test mquirngly оп Clew’s 
face. 

Killer man and killer horse they 
stared at one another Noting the 
animals sniffing nose Clew's eyes 
chilled. With a grating laugh he blew 
Tas breath in the horse's face “Sniff, 
you hellion! You're gom’ to smell 
more hquor than that оге Pm done 
with you,” he jeered 

Suddenly galvanising into pur- 
poseful action Clew motioned the 
crowd back Waiting until the hurry- 
ing men had reached pomts of safety, 
Clew swung himself into the saddie 
Gathering up the rems he bent 
quickly down and with hus free hand 
snatched the full quart bottle from 
the ground 

“You can have what's left in that 
other bottle, and drink to my 
health,” Clew rasped Р 

A tense and almost awestrack 
silence had fallen now over the big 
crowd that hned the two-ınch planks 
of the high corral fence and filed 
eyery other pont of observation 

In the gathering were men who 
had ndden the widest horses of the 
Tegron, yet none envied Clew his 
place now Little as he was hked, a 
grudging прріе of admiration тап 
over the onlookers as they stared at 
the man whom they knew sat m 
Death’s awn seat 


Sensmg the unspoken applause 
Clew stared slowly about,’his face 
gloatmg Having gleaned the last 
morsel of pleasure from his position, 
he suddenly motioned the helpers 
that he was ready Releasing thar 
holds the riders remed swiftly back 
and away Man and horse were left 
alone 


For a bref moment the lean, 
powerful, sweat-streaked body of the 
horse was as before — a perfect 
statue of untamed force Not a line 
of its body moved Its long thick tad 
and mane hung hmp, as 1f even the 
pramie wind had grown still to watch 

Then the grey flashed forward — 
muscles coing and bunching, legs 
bending and straightening almost too 
fast for eyes to follaw Again the 
tense-eyed watcbers saw the grey 
horse pause вауу из hindquarters 
settle and tense and forelegs brace 
for the murderous backward pitch 
that could crush the hfe from a пдег 
like cracking an eggsbell A gasp went 
up from the crawd 

The rider was ın action! At the 
instant the horse had leaped Clew’s 
free hand rose But instead of 
holding his hat ın the fanning gesture 
of the experienced bronc-rider, Clew 
held the fall quart of whisky m a 
tight grasp about the bottle neck 

As the horse paused at the end of 
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its leap Clew’s brawny arm grew 
tense as steel, Tıming his act to a 
split second niceness he warted until 
the forefeet of the grey had just 
cleared the earth for its savage 
death-dealing backward spring Then 
with ail the force of arm and 
shoulder Clew brought the bottle 
down in a jarring blow between the 
horse’s cars! 

There was a crash of glass as the 
bottle shattered and a spurt of hquor 
drenched the horse's head from eazs 
to nose tip — followed by a shrill 
squeal of pain and terror from the 
grey killer 

With muscles relaxing imply and 
body quivering in fright its forefcet 
sank solidly back to carth But Clew 
gave the animal no time to regain its 
composure Hurting the bottle neck 
from hım he jerked off his hat, 
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waving and yellıng madiy With spurs 
raking relentlessly he urged the horse 
on, refusing to let ıt pause for an 
instant 

Hesitatimg, blinking from the 
liquor in its eyes and snorting from 
the trickle down its nostrils, the grey 
horse moved off ща senes of futile 
pitchmg leaps, that a tenderfoot 
could have weathered Shortly these 
leaps lessened to a lope, then to a 
walk 

Plunly the savage animal realised 
1t had met an equally savage master 
Fear-struck at the amazing thing that 
had occurred, ıt dared not try the 
backward leap арып and having 
grown dependent on this to unseat 
the nder, xt had no further effective 
resistance 

Turning the horse as he willed, 
Clew rode slowly about the corral in 
a complete circle. As he did a mighty 
burst of yells went up from the 
watchers The nders who had earher 
been crushed had been liked by all, 
and there was not a man there but 
felt that Clew’s ruse was justified, 
and were wildly glad to see the 
savage spirit of the grey horse tamed 

Dismounting, Clew handed the 


44 ADAM, Jenuory, 1974 


IT WAS з hoppy day for Queensland bush kids when they progressed from 
walking or riding pones to school to old bikes from the suction rooms. 

The bush tracks were stony ond unformed and punctured or blown-out 
tyres were common Kids dreamed of getting thornproof tyres for the back 
wheels, but few parents could afford to buy them at a pound apiece 

Some youthful genius worked out that rf you got a very old tyre with 
the tread worn off, cut the wire away from the rim and then cut through 
the tyre at one point you could зир the old ons inside the new and put a 
greatly strengthened tyre on the wheel 

Bikes with these double tyres on the back were somewhot harder to 
push, but not even the most vicious thorn could penetrete to the tube. 
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reins to one of irwin’s men with a $5 
bul “Wash that liquor off his head 
Then put my saddle and bridle on 
him and tie him to the fence so he'll 
get the feel of bein’ useful > 

The man looked doubtful 
“Hadn’t yuh better let this critter be, 
now that yuh're safe off him and still 
ın the modest and blushin’ flower of 
yore youth, mister? He ain't huit a 
bit, and when the memory of that 
one dose of liquor wears off he 
mightr't take so kindly to yuh” 

“Say, don’t think a horse 15 that 
dumb! Гус seen that stunt worked 
and used it myself 'forc this From 
now on when this horse sces me or 
smells liquor hell be plumb gentle 
and peaceful Since Гуе usually pot a 
few drinks under my belt and don't 
change my looks none, he'll know 
me fast enough 
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No need for spares 
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“Horses have keen eyes and noses 
Particularly one fresh off the range 
hike this one that’s had to depend on 
Ins sight, smell and his heels to keep 
alıye from mountain lions and such,” 
Clew sud 

“Amt that so?" he questioned of 
old Jake Irwin, who stood nearby 

Old Jake nodded grudgingly 
“Partner, yuh seem to have thought 
of everything оге yuh invested that 
dime im my horse Far as Е know 
though, уште ngat There's по 
doubt about horses known’ folks by 
sight and havin’ keen noses As for 
this p'ticular tombstone groy's speed 
TH give yuh my word he's the fastest 
thing on hoofs m these parts And 
now af that pull yuh took from yore 
bottle a while ago didn't Ё yuh up 
Ра admire to add sufficient to that 
10 cent piece to buy us a drink,” 
Irwin added with a thawing grin 

Clew nodded with the aw of a 
man who 1s good and knows it 
“Sure, Pll have a drink — several of 
them! Why, say, that httle taste 1 
took then just oiled about one grease 
cup of my bearın’s,” he said loudly 

ES * * 


The sale being over and Clew the 


centre of attraction, the crow: 
crossed to the single street of Palo} 
Verde Spring and proceeded tol 
celebrate Drink after drink wi 
bought for Clew by one or anothe 
of the adminng group that gathered! 
about him to ply him with question: 
and listen to his boasting, 

Finally tig of this, the me: 
scattered in groups about the table: 
adjommg the bar of the largest 
saloon and several poker games дой 
under way Puffed with importance 
and anxious to remain the centre o; 
interest, Clew joined ın at one of the 
tables where a поп game was 
starting 

Noting his tipsy appearance the] 
players tried to talk him out of it; 
but Clew insisted truculently, and ın) 
а few minutes he was deep in the] 
game Too decp, he found after ай 
hour or so of playing 

Keyed to a high pitch from 
flattery and the liquor he had drunk 
Clew played fast and loosely and lost 
steadily and heavily 

Amazed and disgruntled, Clew 
ceased to drink or brag and devoted 
himself seriously to the game Bull 
either he was facing a run of bad luck 
or the others were better players 
After some three hours of playing | 
Clew surlily shoved back his chair | 
His last dollar had gone over the 
table — Ius last of nearly a thousana 
Now with his pockets empty and hisi 
nerves jumpy, he was ın a dangerous 
mood 

Cold sober and stony broke, Clew 
walked the length of the long bas 
toward the outer door hoping some 
one would offer him a dink Ви. 
none did By now everyone was too 
busy slakimg ius own thirst and 
watching games or playing to note 
Clew passage 

But to Clew in his present temper 
the thing seemed а personal snub 
Shouldenng angniy through the 
swing doors of the saloon Clew 
paused and stared about, breathing: 
deeply of the fresh, sage-scented oir 

During the hours of drinkıng and 
poker playing night had fallen, bur 
by the heht of the full moon that hu 
the surroundings everything stood 
оці» almost as plam as day Gazing 
toward the big corral Сем remem 
bered the grey horse he had mas 
tered, and anxious for something to 
bolster his spirits he crossed slowh 
to the corral fence to observe th 
animal 

Scanning the line of saddle horse: 
aiong the fence mside he quickly 
made out the grey, saddled and 
bridled as he had ordered, an 
tethered to the fence well apart from 
the other horses 

(Continued on page 80, 
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It must have been siesta time 

in this sandy, desert town 

When this lovely mademoiselle stopped by 
on the latest camel train. 

But no doubt sun-burned passion flared 
away from the Sahara sun and the midday air. 


Even a con man, it seems, can be prone to miscalculate the prattle 
of a fellow yardbird — a master of exaggeration. 


FICTION/JAIME SANDAVAL 


WALLY FIDLER was my prison pal 
at Dannemora during the 18 months 
| spent there due to a miscalculation 
about a widow's susceptibility. He 
was a lean, nervous, intense mdi- 
vidual, on the downhill side of a 
three-to-five bit, but frankly envious 
of my shori-term status which was 
due to land me on the street agaın 
two months before he made it 

“First time in my Ше 1 ever had 
anything worth a damn waitin’ for 
me outside, an’ here Pm hung up 
another four months,’ he moaned 

“My Shirley's a redhead see, and 
— oh man — what a shape" His 
hands traced classic outlines in the 
ar “Am the smartest, sassiest, 
cutest, sexiest—” 


I listened to him rave on about 
Shirley’s virtues which, according to 
Wally, included not only all the 
ordinary feminine ones but a special 
few from the con man’s lexicon 

At first I listened ıdly, until 1 
learned va the prison grapevine that 
Wally and hus girl had scored heavily 
just before he fell on an unassociated 
charge, leaving hım no opportunity 
to spend or blow his score before 
temporarily exchanging his name for 
a number Of course his Shirley 
could be taking care of that httle 
item for lum, but И she wasn’t— 

І began paying more attention 1 
knew they'd been operating m tbe 
Washington, DC area One night after 
the movies he let it shp that the 


Parakeet Tavern in Georgetown had 
been their base of operations Lreaily 
didn’t need to know any more I 
decided, and 1 began to do some 
day-counting myself 

IÊ Shirley really was chuckle- 
headed enough to be hoarding 
Wally’s assets for him until he got 
out, a technician should be able to 
move 1n and do himself some good 

The day I kissed off Dannemora I 
went down to the big town and put 
the arm on a shyster for a bankroll to 
use as front money Td been in and 
out of his pocket half a dozen times 
before, and he knew I always 
delivered I caught the shuttle down 
to Washington, and before Pd even 
decided where Га stay І took a cab 
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“We could make beautiful music together, baby.” 


aut to the Parakeet Tavern, just to 
look the situation over 

It was a typical low-ceihnged, 
smoky cavern, and I had no diffi- 
culty im locating Wally’s classy 
redhead She was sitting at the bar, 
and I had noticed her rich sorrel һаг 
and full, pouting mouth even before 
I heard the bartender address her as 
Shirley 


From across the room her figure 
was ns eye-catching as her clothing 
was flesh-stramed, and her violet eyes 
looked out upon the world boldly 
One thing 1 know 15 women, and this 
was certainly the type of female that 
Wally Fidler was most likely to have 
used m his campaigns 

When Shirley left the bar and 
went into the adjacent dining room, I 
followed in a few moments From 
five tables away I studied her 
surreptitiously all during dinner, and 
for once I was forced to admıt that a 
yardbırd hadn't exaggerated about 
his woman The girl was a knockout 


1 made sure I finished before she 
did, and when she emerged on to the 
street 1 was waiting at the corner m a 
cab I wanted to know where she 
ved 1 had no intention of intro- 
ducing myself to her as Wally Fidter's 
buddy from Dannemora If she was 
really levebng with Wally, the nfor- 
mation would slam the lock, a 
development to be avoided 

She haled a cab, and my taxi 
followed hers across town to an area 
of the city m which urban renewal 
was still on the drawing boards The 
redhead got out of her cab in front 
of a building that resembled a New 
York brownstone except for its 
dmty-grcy color The place looked 
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hike an old-style town house cut up 
anto rooms or apartments 

A flight of stone steps led up to 
the front door which was well above. 
the street level, and Shirley ran up 
the stairs fly, im a manner that 


did justice to the sum of all the 
moving parts I made a note of the 
address and had my cabbie take me 
to the Pennsylvania Hotel where I 
registered ın 

The next night I drave out to the 
Parakeet ın a rented car, and when 
she entered the dinmg room I took a 
seat across the room from her agam 
For the next five mights I followed 
the same schedule, moving a table 
closer each might 

Twice ] gave her the opportunity: 
to initiate an ecquamtanceship with 4 
word or a smile Both tımes she 
stared nght through me Given the 
type, it was hard to understand 

I would have bet good money that 
she'd lead from strength immediately 
— unless she was really saving it all 
for Wally, which I found difficult to 
beheve Still, ıt takes all kinds to 
make a world Her standoffishness 
would only lengthen the campaign, 
anyway, because cyentually Pd get 
next to her 

I stepped up the action She 
always had a pre-dinner Manhattan at 
the bar, and I took a stool two 
removed from hers When I paid for | 
my own drinks, I manoeuvred my 
wallet so she couldn't help seemg its 
bulgiag dimensions, as well as the 
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“Bird seed? Why do you ask?” 


Soon to be extimet 


WHAT LOOKS LIKE an old bleached piece of wattle bark can readily Бе a 
baby stone plover or curlew ог willarao A pretty Бине thing with downy 
feathers, stripes runmng from head to tall, it is so sure of its camouflage 
that it doesn't move when approachad or even picked up 

The drab brownish-grey curlew sits on her two eggs among dry grass 
and fallen leaves She will not fly up unless about to be trodden on Even 
at close quarters a man will take her to be a piece of bark or wood 

But dingoes, bush cats and foxes with their keen sense of smell snuff out 
the curlews and their young every time As a result curlews are fast 


disappearing from the bush 


sheaf of phony credi cards in my 
business name 

When I crossed ber glance with 
mine afterward, nothing happened 
Nothing It was irritating Not that I 
suffered any feelmg of rejection 
Whatever my troubles in life have 
been, gettmg women hasn’t been one 
of them 

Classy or not, I needed the 
redhead like I needed a furry tul, 
except that she was Fidler's girl. It 
was a simple probiem m logistics 

The followmg night the bar was 
busier and I took the stool beside 
hers Iran though the wallet routine 
agam, m slow motion, and when I 
turned toward her, there it was — she 
was smihng at me Compared to her 
previous attitude, ıt was as though a 
hght had come on suddenly in a 
darkened room 

“Do you happen to have a 
match?” she imquired throatily, 
wagghng an unlghicd cigarette be- 
tween scarlct-lacquered fingernails. 

“Jt just happens that I do,” I sad 

After two drinks, we adjourned to 
the restaurant side for dinner to- 
gether She managed the conver 
sation as capably as I could have 
myself We exchanged the usual hes, 
and I suggested an evening on the 
town, to which she was agreeable 

It was late when Iretuzned her to 
the flıght of stone steps She said 
goodnight firmly, and disappeared 
inside That was all nght, ıt was the 
first date A week later when I was 
stil getting the same brushoff, it 
wasn’t all right 

On the chance she was ashamed of 
her room, I drove óut to a motel onc 
might “No,” she ват as I turned into 
the driveway Not angrily Not even 
excitedly She Just wasn’t having any 
It was exasperating, all the more so 
as I knew I wasn’t wrong m my 
estimate of the вий 

A few more days of this and i 
decided upon a frontal assault 
Shirley had already told me about 
the rich old eccentric from whom she 
was renting a room, the woman who 
had owned the house from the days 


when ıt had actually been a town 
house J went over one morning and 
asked to sce a room 

The elderly proprietress met me at 
the front door wearmg something 
that resembled a Roman toga, even 
to the color which was a deep purple 
She had two rooms vacant, but she 
couldn’t decide 1f sbe wanted to rent 
one to me 

It took an hour of playing the 
eamest, sincere young man to eon- 


"Pardon me, but hoven't we met somewhere? 
he 


Grove perhaps? Sardıs? 


vince her that she did When Shirley 
put in an appearance that afternoon, 
I was installed two doors down the 
hall from her room 

She raised an eyebrow when she 
took in the situation "You're — 
persistent, aren't you?” she asked 

“Only in a good cause,” I 
buttered her up, and she smiled 

We went to dinner together, and 
we continued to do the town 
together I found thouch, that when 
it came to mgbtly leave-taking, ГА 
merely exchanged the street door for 
the door to her room I never got 
inside it 1 couldn't understand it I 
knew in every fibre thet my judg- 
ment of the girl was correct, so what 
was the holdout for? 

J decided Га bad enough of this 
foohshness One might when the 
house was quict I went soft-footedly 
down the hali to her door I had a 
pick to use on her lock if necessary, 
but first I tried a plastic strip 

It worked beautifully, but as I 
gently eased the door open it came 
to a stop against a cham latch inside 
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which effectively barred entry 1 speeeeerconeccrorsccacessoness enone 
Wet and windy 


NORTH QUEENSLAND is used to floodına downpours, but one of the 
worst on record occurred at Mackey in January, 1918. Fifty four inches of 
ram fell in three days during a cyclone, accompanied by a tidal wave, 

Most peopl: who weren't blown out were washed out Thirty three lives. 


re closed the door after first making 
sure that the latch was the common 
type with one end anchored to the 
door frame and the chain nding m a 
track 

The cham was able to be removed 
only from the mside when ¿he door 
was closed Or so the manufacturer 
thought I knew my troubles were 
over 

The next day I assembied a thumb 
tack, an elastic band anda paper clip 
undoubled at one end and formed 
into a hook I put my own cham 
latch on and left the door ајаг I 
picked the lock of the bathroom i 
shared with the room beyond me, 
and went out the next room’s door 
into the hallway agam so I could 
approach my own latched door from 
the outside 


were lost 


1 pushed the door open as tar as 1 
could, stretched my arm inside, and 


shoved the thumbtack into the 
centre of the door at the level of the 
cham I hung the rubber band from 
it, and pushed the tack all the way 
into the wood 

I made a second hook on the 
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mtelhgence would tell 
- getting rid of me полу at that point 


Ships approaching Mackay after the cyctone could dip fresh water out 
of the ocean aight miles out А terrific volume of floodwater had rushed 
out from streams and lay on the top of the heavier sca water 


umm 


other end of the straghtened-out 
paper clip, hooked the suspended 
rubber band with one end and 
stretched it taut, then fastened the 
other end to one of the links in the 
chain latch 

When I closed the door, the 
rubber band pulled the chain across 
the track and out of из slot It 
dropped down inside with just a famt 
jangling noise I made two more dry 
runs and then temoved the appara- 
tus 

That mght 1 retumed to Shirley’s 
door 1 had trouble with the plastic 
strip and was just about to shift to 
the pick when, on а hunch, I tried 
the door 

It wasn’t locked The cham latch 
wasn’t on I walked sight into her 
room with no trouble. This was more 
like i£, and it was long past due At 
dinner that evening I'd thought once 
or twice the redhead suddenly 
seemed more friendly, but Pd been 
so intent on my plans I hadn't pad 
much attention 

I went over to her bed, my 
slippered feet makmg no sound on 
the carpeting In the dim light from 
the streethght outside 1 could sce her 
deep, even breathing It was a warm 
night, and she had on about the 
minimum of bedclothmg and might- 
clothes 

Scattered around the floor of the 


Lo тоот I could see three half-packed 


suitcases. She must be gomg on a 
бар, I decided, and had finally made 
up her mind to see what she'd been 
missing 
T eased over to the bed and saw to 
it that her awakening sensations weze 
not alarmmg There could really be 
no problem, after all Even if Pd 
entered ма manipulation of her chen 
latch, when she was fully awake her 
her that 


would be an embarrassing bit of 
business for her 

With the door unlocked and her 
expecting me there was, of course, 
nothing to rt. One or two more such 
rendezvous and if I knew anything 
about women, whatever Shirley 
knew about Wally Fidler’s bıdıng 


“Pe removed the windshield wipers . . . the police kept slipping 
parking tickets under them!” 


places, I would know too, 

When she patted my arm finally 
and shpped from the bed and went 
out mto the halt, Г tiptocd to the 
door after her to make sure she 
didn’t go to the telephone I couldn't 
picture her сапе the police, and she 
never went near the phone Instead, 
she opened a cabinet near the old 
lady’s bedroom door and removed a 
bottle of whisky 

When she re-entered the room sbe 
went to the bureau, turned over two 
upended glasses, and poured liberally 
into them from the bottle I could 
see her face im the boudo mirror 
and her expression was swectly 
intent She turned smlnely and 
handed me a glass “A reward for 
patience and valor,” she said archly 

I took 2 long, self-contratulatory 
swallow, then looked from the glass 
to the redhead I can tell when a 
drink has been slugged as well as any 
man, but this time I was a few 
seconds too late 

Shirley sad 
sucker” 

1 tried to stay on my feet but 1 
couldn’t make it There was a sharp 
ringmg m my ears, and a string of 
colored Iıghis floated around the 
room 

The  nnging persisted, then 
quicted gradually, to be succecded 
by sıbilant voices all around me 1 
had the sensation of being lifted and 
carried, and I was rn such bad shape 
that I somehow got the crazy notion 


softly, “So long, 


that ıt was Wally Fidier who was 
carrying mé 

Then the voices stopped, and the 
hghts disappeared, and I saw and 
heard nothing at all 

I was wobbling around my own 


А 


room in the morning trying to pull 
myself together, wben the police 
knocked at my door 

They had come m response to ат 
anonymous telephone call, they sad 
They said also, after a long time and 
a lot of questions 1 couldn’t answer, 
tbat the oid lady was dead — 
murdered Brutally murdered 

They clamed I knew the old 
eccentric had a distrust of banks and 
kept her money in the house, and 
that was why I had moved there 
When they printed me and caught up 
with my record, they chumed 1 even 
more 

Even when they couldn't find the 
money, nothing I said could convince 
them differently Not that I got to 
say much 

The elderly proprietress had beon 
a precinct captam's widow, as 1 
turned out, and every time I opened 
my mouth the back of somcone's 
hand caromed off it Confronted by 
the rear heels of a mule, I can get the 
point as quickly as anyone Istopped 
opening my mouth 

It was some time later that I 
found out Shirley had left a note in 
her room “Dear Mrs Mac [ve meta 
lovely man who might even marry 
me If Pm late comme back from this 
unexpected vacation, clear out my 
place and put my things m the 
hasement Love Shirley ” 


(Continued on page 74) 


“Of course, I love you, darting. You don’t think Pd sleep all 
night with just anybody for free, do you?” 
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THE DARK 


It had taken 20 years for his crime to seek its vengeance, Now, 
careful as he had been, he was a prime suspect, . . 


THE DINNER dishes had been 
cleared away at last, but Anna Castle 
wasn’t sighing with relief when she 
sat down in the soft chair 

She had reached a self-conscious 
state of life, m some way, and took 
pleasure m doing extra work after 
her husband had got back from the 
job Perhaps she wanted to show that 
she wasn’t wasting time while he 
earned money for the family It was 
a silly habıt in some ways, she 
supposed, but middle-aged women 
wore all like that 

She reached for her son’s sweater 
on top of the sewing kit, and 
arranged the lemphght so it fell on 
her lap Anna was finally casing the 
proper thicad color through the 
needle’s eye when her son suddenly 
put on the television set so loudly па 
the next room that ın sheer surprise 
she pinked herself 

The near-siience lasted unti} she 
was ready to turn over the sweater 
and saw the last crosswise thread 
diagonally across the pattern she had 
ereated in the back of the garment. 
When an interruption did come, its 
source was totally unexpected 

Sam said suddenly, “Get me a 
donk” 

Anna looked up, startled Her 
husband was sitting in the soft chair 
opposite her 

Sam Castle was a man of dark 
features ın a smooth, unhned face 
He had a temper, heaven knew, but 
Anna appreciated the fact he did lus 
best to Ксер 1t down 

He wasn’t angry now, but upset 
enough to bresk a habit of long- 
standing He never took more than 
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one drink a day His luding the fact 
from prospective chents and other 
people was part of the folklore, as he 
hked to call 1t, among has managerial 
colleagues over at Midland Insurance 

“Whats wrong, dear?’ Anna 
asked, almost lightly “ls the world 
m worse shape than you thought?” 

“Just get me the dunk and don’t 
ask questions” He closed Ins eyes 
heavily “It’s taken 20 years to 
happen Twenty years” 

His use of the number nude her 
sit up straight and then hurry to do 
what he wanted Every New Years 
Eve since they had known cach other 
he would say to her quietly, just 
after audmght, “Well, it's been two 
years,” or "three years", adding one 
number every New Year’s Eve He 
never mentioned it from one New 
Years Eve to the next, though, 
which was a blessing 

Anna prepared gin and tonic for 
Inm at the sideboard and brought 11 
over He drained it quickly, but Anna 
noticed that Ins eyes didn’t leave the 
opened newspaper he had been 
reading so casually up to a moment 
ago 

“What can have gone wrong after 
all that timc?" she asked, getting out 
the words carefully 

“The police have caught some- 
body and say that he did that thing” 

He started to tell more, but she 
glanced pointedly over toward the 
closed door of the room, where Jerry 
was watching television 

“Let’s go upstairs and talk,” she 
said urgently “Please” 

“All пещ” 


She had hoped that they’d go 


quietly and not catch their son's 
attention, but her hopes were dashed 
by the creaking steps Jerry called 
out and she hesitated and sad that 
everything was fine She never would 
understand how their son could hear 
them with the television going and 
his mind оп his school work The 
younger generation’s tolerance of 
noise and their capacity to work in 
spite of it were simply beyond her 

They walked up more slowly, 
though Never before had she seen 
Sants back stooped over shghtly, but 
that was the way she saw st now She 
made a point of walking upright 

When they reached the bedroom, 
she realised she had carned the 
sweater, needle, thread and thimble 
upstairs with her. She put them 
down slowly, as 1f letting part of the 
life dram out of her body 

“What did happen, dear?” Anna 
asked slowly “According to the 
newspapers, I mean ” 

Sam Castle sat down on the bed 
and clasped his hands tautly “The 
police caught a burglar for assault as 
well as burglary He was wearing a 
shurp-edged expensive ring that 
didn’t jibe with hus cheap outfit. The 
ınsenption on the ring had been filed 
off but police scientists brought ıt 
back with acids and found the ring 
belonged to — Alfred Mettay ” 

She hadn't heard that name smce 
the mght before they were engaged 
He had insisted on telling her he had 
once killed a man in self defence and 
never been accused of it He didnt 
give her any other details about the 
killing, but pointed out she'd have to 
decide whether to marry him after 


he’d told her Anna had never been 
sorry about her decision 

“This man, this burglar,” Anna 
began carefully “Has he been 
charged by the pohce for that 
спите?” 

“He certainly has,” Sam said 
grmly. “That's why something has 
got to be done about st ” 

“But from what you say, dear, the 
police have got evidence against him 
for other crimes, too ” 

“Not murders, but for assaulis 
with deadly weapons ” 

“In that case," she sad, ım- 
mensely reheved, “the murder charge 
makes no real difference, because 
there isn’t any death penalty in this 
State and the man 15 bound to be put 
away for a long time” 

“If the real killer comes forward 
to tell the truth about the Mettay 
case it might show a reasonable 
doubt im Ins favor for the other 
enmes 

“You'll destroy yourself, me and 
our son,” she said 

Anna looked down ıf only to help 
get her ideas together What had 
started out as an average mght was 
gomg to end with her having to fight 
for her home and family, for 
everything important to her 

“There's no reason in the world 
for you to practically have to 
commit suicide”? She might have 
been talking to the furniture for all 
he seemed to have heard “You've 
been honest and respectable, and you 
shouldn’t have to destroy yourself 


56 ADAM, January, 1974 


А 
2; 


alae 


3 E 


because you once did something to a 
man m self-defence 

“I killed a man,” he said 
patiently “I didn’t ‘do something’ to 
lum He didn’t ‘pass away’, either. He 
died violently because I choked nm 
fo death with these hands and ran 
out” 

Sam picked up the phone 

“I want the nearest police pre- 
cmct," he sad, adding patiently to 


"He's... you're cute . . . very jealous: 


the operator’s question, “No, it’s not 
anemergency My phone—” 

But Anna had pressed the phone 
bar down, breaking the connection 
She leaned across the other end of 
the might table, and faced her 
husband 

“At least talk it over with Berry 
before you go to the police, Sem Do 
that much for me and Jerry, at 
least > 

Donald Berry had handled a 
negligence action for them a few 
years years ago, collecting a hand- 
some amount for them from the 
township because Jerry had broken 
an arm He was 2 pleasant man and a 
sympathetic listener 

“He's not a criminal lawyer,” Sam 
sad, shhking his head fiercely 
“That’s what I need ” 

“Ask him to recommend one and 
then talk xt over Please ” 

He finally agreed Berry recom- 
mended a feltow named Norman 
Jesperson 

Anna was half hoping that a mght 
ride to the criminal lawyer's office 
would help bring back a sense of 
proportion, but Jesperson sud he’d 
come out to sce them instead. He 
tumed out fo be a thick-bodied man 
who dresscd neatly and talked in a 
deep but well-controlled vorce 

“Before we go any further I 
suggest you give me a cheque and PH 
Jet you have a receipt; the criminal 
lawyer said He flushed at sight of 
Sam's twisted grin, then added, “It 
establishes a lawyer-chent relation- 
ship so I won’t have to repeat what 
you tell me.” 


Г 


THE ABORIGINE used the pıturı leaf for many purposes. It is an erticle of 
berter between the Centre! and Coastal tribes — the bush growing onfy in 


the heart of the "inside", 


When used as a chewing medium the feat is dried and then mixed with 


the ashes of дее roots 


Mixed with water end allowed to stand overnight it makes 9 potent 
intoxicant which will knock even 3 native off his feet 

The bruised leaves are also used for turning up fish in waterholes, end 
for stupefying emus in order that they might be easily caught 

The juice of the plant ts also used as е cure for toothsche end similar 


pains. 


Some tribes roll the dry leaves into a crude cigarette end smoke them. 
Others mx them with trede tobacco and smoke them in pipes 


Sam wiote out the cheque 
Jesperson examined it only casually 
before putting it into tus pocket 

"Newspapers aren't the best news 
source in this world," the lawyer sad 
after he’d heard a guarded version of 
Sam’s story, not much more than he 
had ever told Ius wife 


"Here's how we'll handle и, Mr 
Castle ГП look into the case 
tomorrow and give you a report in 
the afternoon. That ought to be all 
nght " 

Sam Castle had to give m He 
spent a restless meht, of course, and 
so did Anna In the mormng she 
made him promise to phone as soon 
as he heard from the Jawyer. She 
couldn’t help adding she was sure 
everything woutd be all nght, but she 
wished she hadn’t noticed her kus- 
band’s pıtying look 

Anna forgot to call Rose Markell, 
with whom she was supposed to 
lunch A worrted Rose called her 
instead snd it took time to get her 
off the phone Anna prepared dinner 
with only half her attention, ıf that 
much, and waited for the phone to 
ring But she found herself hardly 
able to move when the phone did 
ring at half-past two 

Ht wasn’t her husband, hut his 
secretary. Miss Lamb sounded wor- 
под. 

"I don't think Mr Castle is feehng 
very good,” Miss Lamb sud “He 
doesn't want to see a doctor — I 
asked him and he said no He didn’t 
want me to call you, ether, but 
maybe you should come over here 
Make believe 15 casual, that you Just 
happen to be ın the city, 1f you know 
what I mean ” 

"Docsn't feel well?" Somethmg 
else must be going wrong Something 
she hadn't expected. “What hap- 
pened?” * 

“Well, a httle while ago he got a 
phone call and he toid me not to 
take amy more calis for hım He just 
sits, staring m front of ыт” 

A phone call? From the lawyer. 


All-purpose leaves 


JUGE SUE 


«РП be there as quickly as I сап” 
«Having got dressed, she remem- 
bered to wi1te a note for Jerry and 
leave it on the kitchen table It took 
40 minutes with delays before her 
tar took her to the сму. Miss Lamb 
was typsng furiously in her cubicle at 
the Midland offices when Anna got 
there, out of breath, and started past 
her 
“You can't go sn there right now, 


LAHM 


Pm afraid,” the secretary sad, 
surpusingly. “Your hushand 15 talk- 
mg to somehody and left orders that 
he wasn’t to be disturbed ” 

""Who's he talking to?” 

Miss Lamb had to look ıt up 
®Jes-per-son Mr Jesperson He's the 
same one who called a while ago, Just 
before Mr Castle started to look real 
sick” 

“Pm going m” 

Both men looked up startled as 
Anna opened the office door, but 
Jesperson finally greeted her with a 
nod Her husband’s smooth and 
unlined face was stramed and white 
Sam looked away, after glancing at 
her 

“What happened?’ Anna Castle 
asked 

"Тһе police have just dropped the 
other cases agamst that burglar,” 
Jesperson said easily. “They clam 
there’s no substantial evidence The 
only case against him now 1s the one 
with some circumstantial factors 
The Mettay murder” 

Anna was funous rather than 
numbed Her first thought, sur- 


i 
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prismely, was that she wished the 
lawyer would work only from his 
own office When she spoke to bim 
again, she couldn’t help sounding 
angiy 

"What are you going to do ahout 
Tt” 

”Pm making arrangements for 
your husband to talk to the police 
officer in charge of the investiga- 
tion,” Jesperson said “PI be with 
him all the time.” 

She started to say it didn’t seem 
as ıf he would be domg much, but 
Jesperson was on the phone, speak- 
ang briefly to a police lieutenant 
named O’Keefe He made an appoint- 


Sam to an instant erillmg, as Anna 
had more than half expected, he 
looked only at Jesperson The 
lawyer's presence made everybody 
else ın the room unimportant, or so 
it seemed, 

**As 1 told you over the phone,” 
Jesperson began, “my client wants to 
give you some information about the 
Mettay murder.” 

“After 20 years" O'Kecfe's voice 
was deep, and he slurred his words 
"Would this be a confession? * 

Sam wasn’t able to answer 
O’Keefe must have taken Sam’s 
agreement for granted He nodded 
and leaned back comfortably 


Sugar for strength 


1 
A HEAVY greyish brown syrup, molasses, is turned out by mi 


ns of 


ghllons every year as а by product of sugar manufacture The suger milis 


have vast storage facilities for it. 


Lately overseas countries have shown e readiness to buy soma of tha 
molasses, At Sabrina (North Qld) a distillery turns a lot of it mto industriel 


alcohol. 


Cane farmers who keep stock also buy some of it- It is nbt particularly 
high in food value, having only cerbohydrates, no protein, but it makes 


cheff more testy when sprinkled on, 


On tha farms tha molasses is oftan storad in heavy won ships’ tanks of 
100 to 200 gallon capzcrty. In tha manhola lids thera is a breather plug 
that must be pulled out when the tank is full 

Molasses farments to some extant in hot weather and if there в no 
outlet the farmar 15 likely to find his ımmensaly strong tenk bulged end 
burst by the harmless looking substance, 

It can turn a new tenk mto е shapeless mass of metal. 


meni in an hour’s time, although 
Anna gestured to bim frantically to 
put it off for as long as possible 

“He'll be leaving the office soon,” 
Jesperson said to her when he hung 
up "The quicker we know where we 
stand on this, the better for us all ” 

Sam left the office first, tellmg 
Miss Lamb he wasn’t sure when he’d 
zetum His back was stooped once 
again Anna walked behind him and 
automatically got into the car at his 
side He and Jesperson glanced at 
each other, trying to decide what to 
do about her 

“You'll wait in the car for us 
when we get there,” Sam said 

Police headquarters looked grey 
A desk sergeant in a wide anteroom 
led them to a small office Anna had 
stubbornly jomed the men as soon as 
they stepped inside There were only 
two visitor chars, so Anna stood 
She warned herself not to let out a 
cry no matter what she heard, not to 
talk at all as long as her husband was 
an this room. 

Frank O'Keefe, the pohce heu 
tenant, was a dapper man with 
probing eyes Rather than subjecting 
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"Self-defence, wasn’t 1?” he 
asked 

Before Jesperson could talk, Sam 
said, ”He started to punch me m the 
face and 1 went for his throat He 
pulled out a knife and 1 — well, you 
know ” 

"There was a knife in Атай 
Mettay's right hand when he was 
found." O'Keefe scratched his jaw 
with a thumbnail 

“Гус got a scar from that kmfe on 
my left hip” 

He jooked at Anna for confirma- 
tion and she caught herself nodding 
She had never known that the scar 
related to the murder, not having 
heard details of the crime until now 

“Your hiood type is AB, I 
suppose Traces were found on the 
kmfe tip Unfortunately, the man we 
arrested has got a different type of 
hlood We’ye been getting ready to 
let him go ” 

Anna covered her mouth wıth a 
shaking palm Sam sad nothing, but 
suddeniy shaded his eyes wıth a 
hand 

"With the help of your testimony, 
though,” O'Keefe added almost casu- 


ally, “we can hold on to him and go 
«head with the prosecution, Mr 
Castle ” 

"| don’t understand, Sam sad 
carefully, "sf the blood type doesn’t 
ft 

"Tt becomes obvious what really 
happened," O’Keefe murmured 
“There was a fight between you and 
Alfred Mettay He punched you in 
the face and then drew a knife You 
choked him, left hım on the floor 
and ran 

“Our suspect 15 a burglar with a 
previous record of assaults He broke 
into the apartment, saw Mettay 
unconscious and started helping 
himself to some goodies Maybe 
when he grabbed for Mettay's sharp- 
edged gold rmg the man started to 
become conscious agaın There was a 
fight, with Mcttay m a weakened 
condition. Our man was then able to 
finish the job you started ” 

: "How can you be sure?" Sam 
asked weakly 

”The burglar ss thin and five feet 
one inch fall" O'Keefe said com- 
fortably “No jury will ever believe 
that he took the пля off a six foot 
bruiser ike Mettay unless Mettay was 
already m a weakened condition” 

Sam shut hus eyes “I see Yes, I 
do see now if I had come forward 
20 years ago, E might not have had to 
go through all the hell that has just 
ahout wrung me dry since then ” 

“You'll have to testify at the trial, 
of course,” O'Keefe said, "but the 
DA will see your case my way, Pm 
sure There won't be any prison for 
you, Mr Castle Thanks for coming 
im, and keep yourself available ” 

On the way out they said so long 
to Jesperson and got ın to Sam’s car 
for the trip back to the office City 
traffic was slow and awkward, this 
time At a stop for a light, he turned 
to her 

"Things will he better now," he 
sud 

* She smiled back at him, but 
"hoped м wouldn't occur to the 
heutenant back there that the burglar 
might have been the first one to 
come into the victim’s apartment at 
that fatal time after all, hitting 
Mettay from behind and then grab- 
hing for the loot Twenty years had 
passed since then and the burglar had 
committed many other cnmes, so he 
didn’t remember what had actually 
happened Бат had encountered a 
weakened Mettay immediately after- 
wards and killed him 

Anna Castle hoped her feelings 
didn’t show as she looked at her 
husband’s smooth, unlined face 
which couldn't ever have been 
punched by a man wearing a 
sharp-edged ring * 


BATTLE OF BROKEN BRIDGE 
Continued from page 32 


А British recce patrol attracted 


heavy fire from field guns and 
machmeguns on the west bank, 
where the North Koreans were 


evidently prepared to make a stand 

But an air stnke by USAR 
Shooting Star jets — thundering in at 
tree-top height ‘with bombs, napalm 
and cannon-fire — demorahsed the 
communists They pulled back, and 
the British and Australian infantry 
forced a crossing 

The brigade harbored to allow the 
US tanks to catch up, then pushed 
on. The next river was the Taenyong 
The man road to the Manchurian 
border turned west across it near the 
biz village of Pakchon — but once 
again the bridge was shattered, and 
the communist forces were concen- 
trated on the far side 

‘The place was mcknamed “Picnic 
Corner” on the Australians’ maps — 
but it was no place for a picnic ın 
October, 1950 The big concrete 
road bridge was not completely 
destroyed, but the remains of its 
span could hold only foot traffic 
The river there was too deep to ford, 
and the bridge looked like an ideal 
setting for a death-trap ambush. 

B Company of 3 RAR, leadıng the 
advance, came to the broken bridge 
late on the afternoon of October 25 


WARRIAGE 
COUNSELOR 
EE 


“She wants to save ıt for a rainy day!” 


After a quick look at the ground on 
the far side, the Australians decided 
to take the chance and push on 
across ıt Lieutenant A L Morrison 
and two sections from 4 Platoon 
climbed on to the bridge, and picked 


“How would you like to tackle a challengme new assignment, 
job hunting?” 
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their way across the cracked, tilted 
concrete slabs 

At any moment Morrison and his 
men expected to hear a burst of 
gunfire from the hillside ahead, to 
drop for scanty cover on the exposed 
bridge while bullets screamed past 
thew heads and hammered at the 
concrete They couldn’i sec any 
North Koreans up there, but they 
knew that the Koreans were watch- 
ing them 

But the shots never came The 
leading Australian soldiers counted 
the last few paces to the end of the 
bridge, and one after another they 
stepped them out When all his men 
were safe on the west bank, Morrison 
shook them out mto them patrol 
formation and prepared to move on 
Then one of the Austratians shouted 
and pointed up the slope ahead 

Suddenly the mgh ground up 
there was alive with North Korean 
soldiers Morrison glanced around 
quickly — at his patrol, the open 
ground around them, the way back 
to safety across the exposed bridge, 
and the enemy above Then he saw 
that the communist soldiers had their 
hands raised in surrender , 

Morrison had less than a score of 
men, and he could count about 50 
North Koreans on the hillside 
Suspecting a ітар of some kand, he 
and hıs patrol covered the com- 
munist soldiers as they approached 
Then, from the top of the тре, 
there was a sudden burst of fing, 


Double-iongued foals 


curiosity by remarking that some foals were born with a second tongue 
which they discarded after в few days. 


This caused young foals to be closely watched by their owners and a 
discarded tongue was found on a Mr Steglmann’s farm and preserved in 
spirits The foal was quite normal otherwise 

В In English districts it is considered а sign of good luck ta find one of 


N QUITE A FEIN years ago a wsiter to the Widgee (Old) district aroused 


these duplıcate tongues. 


PPP DOP DATEN AP OLD AP OLD ALP 


and the Australans and North 
Koreans hit the ground at the same 
time 

Morrison realised Њаё there were 
a good few enemy soldiers up there 
who were made of storner stuff, and 
who were prepared to shoot their 
own comrades who were surrender- 
ing 

He contacted B Company hesd- 
quarters by radio, and ¢earnt that an 
American artillery spotter aucraft. 
had located at least 200 North 
Koreans on the high ground, still 
hidden m therr trenches 

The fire from these troops was 
heavy but maccurate, but they 
commanded the ground around Mor 
nson’s bridgehead, and he had too 
few men with him to fight them. He 
selected 10 prisoners from the North 
Koreans who had surrendered and his 
diggers shepherded them tack over 


the shattered bndge, leaving the 
other 40 or so to look after 
themselves 


Back at 3 RAR’s battalion head- 
quarters, Colonel Green considered 
the situation. There was still tame for 
his men to cross ın strength before 
sundown — but only if they had a lot 
of fire support. Once again, he 
contacted the Americans 

The Americans made some swift 
promises and kept them Shooting 
Star jet fighters and an artillery 
barrage reinforced 3 RAR's own 
mortars, and under cover of this hail 
of metal and high explosive Major W 
F Brown led D Company across the 
broken bridge The Australans 
pushed on rıght ınto Pakchon und 
cleared ıt by 630 pm 

But a big bag of prisoners needs a 
big escort Major Brown hed to use 
two of his platoons to conduct them 
across to the Australians’ side of ihe 
пуег, leaving only one platoon of 
about 30 men to hold the bridge- 
bead And aight was coming 

Colonel Green knew that 1 was 
imperative to get а lirm hold on the 
bridgehead before the North Koreans 
could bring up remtorcements to 
domimate it again He turned to his 
American haison staff 


“] guess those Air Corps boys 
won't be back tonight, sr," the 
American signals sergeant told him 
“The weather’s bad and even a bright 
moon isn’t light enough for a strike,” 


“What about tanks?" Green 
asked 
“Sorry, sir,” the tank squadron 


commander said regretfully, “we just 
can’t go get ‘em this evening Waters 
too deep and the bridge yonder 
wouldn't take a jeep much less a 
Sherman Our boys have located a 
blown ford just along the пуег and 
the engineers are filling it with 
rubble, but ıt won't be ready tonight 
Guess we'll have the tanks across at 
dawn” 

“Pm sending two companies 
across tonight,” Colonel Green sad 
after a moment ’s thought “If we can 
hold those ndges near the power 
pylons until dawn, we'll have a safe 
bridgehead for the mam crossing 
later on” 

Green strode down the road 
through the gathermg dusk and held 
a quick order group with lus 
company commanders And a few 
minutes later, A and B companies 
moved down the road to the broken 


“But Stanley, you promised to take те to see Lover's Leap 
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bridge, on ther way to support the 
lonely platoon on the far side 

The sky was darkening and a 
newssen full moon hung low over 
the eastern horizon like a big yellow 
paper lantern A freezing cold wind 
swept down out of the Manchurian 
hinterland, moaneg between the 
pylons of the bridge and heralded the 
approaching winter It chilled the 
advancing Australians who had only 
Americanassue wind jackets to wear 
over them temperate-chmate battle- 
dress 

But there were worse things than 
the cold to worry about Some of the 
North Koreans sighted the Austra- 
hans in the gathermg darkness, and 
opened fire on the shadowy targets 
they offered However, their shoot- 
ing was poor, and the Australians 
pressed on across the river and up the 
slope 

Spread out ready for action they 
kept moving until the power pylons 
showed up silhouetted above them 
Then they dug in, a company on 
either side of the road leading down 
to the river crdfsing A platoon of С 
Company reinforced them 


Colonel Green know he was taking 
a chance by sending half his battalion 
across the Taenyong without any 
support from heavy weapons or 
aircraft But he judged that it was 
better to accept the risk than to let 
the enemy re-occupy the west bank, 
compelling his men to assault the 
crossing all over agam the next 
morning Always supposing, of 
course, that the communists didn’t 
complete the destruction of the 
bridge in the meantime 

It was the hardest tactical decision 
of Green’s carer If the North 
Koreans made a determined attack 
that night they mught destroy half his 
unıt before daybreak But he had 
seen the quality of the communist 
soldicrs He knew the mettie of his 
own men and trusted them and so, 
he made the hard choice 

Soon after the Austrahans settled 
ın on the west bank the enemy’s fire 
slackened Apparently, the commu- 
mists thought that Green's companies 
had made a sortie to bring bagk the 
bridgehead platoon for the night 

However, when {hey sent patrols 
forward they quickly discovered 


“Well, okay Harold, but be careful. Рт а virgin!” 
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their mistake They opened a haras- 
sing fire on the Australians and kept 
it up all through the night The 
diggers huddled in their shallow 
weapon pits under the cold yellow 
eye of the moon and stared ınto the 
dark around them, while random 
bullets sang past over ther heads 

Not all the bullets missed Two 
Australians died in the might, and 
three others were wounded Finally, 
at about 4am, the North Koreans 
made a more decisive move against 
them 

The Australians’ firs} ınklang of 
the attack came when the enemy 
suddenly put down an intensive 
barrage of mortar and small-arms 
fire. The Australian soldiers shivered 
into wakefulness and huddled down 
in tbeir shallow holes away from the 
буш metal Then the biast of fire 
ceased abruptly, and there was a 
short silence 

Then there was another sound in 
the distance — the heavy clatter of 
stecl tank-tracks on the road At 
about 4 am, the men in the forward 
weapon pits saw shapes moving in 
the moonlight. A Russian-built T-34 
tank was leading a convoy of jeeps 
and North Korean foot-soldiers down 
the road towards the broken bridge 

The Australians held their fire and 
waited It wasn’t a big enemy force, 
but the tank in the lead was a foe to 
treat with respect In the darkness, ıt 
was hard to tell whether this was а 
big recce patrol or whether the North 
Koreans meant to push right down to 
the bridge and rc-occupy the cross- 
ing None of the Australians knew 
what else might be on its way down 
the road 

As the tank and rts convoy came 
closer“the diggers saw that they had 
one big advantage They could see 
and hear the North Koreans plamly, 
out in the open on the road — but 
the latter obviously had no more 
than a rough idea of where the 
Australian position was 

So the Australians lay still and 
waited while the tank clanked slowly 
down the road between their weapon 
pits As soon as the jeeps and 
infantry had followed it well into the 
trap, they opened up a hot fire with 
every available weapon 

The surprise was perfect Two- 
inch mortar shells burst on the 
roadway, short, rapid bursts from 
Bren guns lashed the hull of the tank, 
hand-grenades lobbed next to the 
jeeps and blew up, and a hail of fire 
from sıfles and Owen guns cut down 
the communist infantry The diggers 
could hear the high-pitched cries of 
the startled enemy soldiers ın be- 
tween the explosions 

Within 15 minutes it was all over 


The infantry force on the road was 
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taned a deadly load of gunfire, 
rockets and napalm on tbe North 
Korean positions The remainder of 
3 RAR streamed across the broken 
bridge under this cover, and by noon 
the battalion was regrouped and the 
bridgehead was won 

At this stage, 3RAR and the 
Commonwesith Brigade had almost 
teached the end of them advance. In 
the next few days the brigade pressed 
on to take the town of Chongju, one 
stage closer to the Manchurien 
border By then it was apparent that 
the North Koreans’ organised resist- 
ance was over, and the war appeared 
to be nearly at an end 

The Australian and British troops 
remamed in Chongu for only a 
couple of days Almost as soon as the 
fighting was over, new orders came — 
they were to fall back to Pakchon 
and Tacchon At first, the Austra- 
Ians couldn't understand why, since 
they were so close to the Yalu River 
But they had unknowmely provided 
the answer themselves less than a 
week previously 

American ıntelligence officers 
found that one of the North Korcans 
killed im the night ambush on the 
road above the broken bridge was а 
senior tank colonel, and a number of 
very interesting marked maps and 
documents were found on his body 

One diary entry mentioned that 
the United Nations’ forces advance 


would be stopped by a new “overall 
counter-plan”  Tbis entailed mter- 
vention by Communist China and a 
full-scale offensive southwards by the 
Chinese Army 

The diary entry tied m with other 
information already in the intelli- 
gence staffs hands It forced a 
speedy reassessment of the whole 
war and a switch from headlong 


Pursuit to cautious defence and 
withdrawal 
On November 1 the Chinese 


advance started and on November 4 
the new enemy launched their first 
full-scale attack Weight of numbers 
pushed tbe UN troops back to the 
38th Parallel, and the latter's stub- 
born defence turned the war into a 
stalemate which ultimately saved 
South Korea 

The papers which the Australians 
found on the dead North Korean 
colonel completed the intelligence 
puzzle, giving a valuable couple of 
days’ warming of the Chinese attack 
The UN forces lost heayıly ın the 
withdrawal southward as it was — if 
they had had no pror warning at all, 
they might have lost the war 

So the most ımportant result ot 
the battle at broken bridge ın the end 
was not the number of enemy 
casualties or the ground won, but the 
number of Australian, British and 
American lives which it indirectly 
saved $ 


* detually, Y think it makes you look stouter.” 
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THE WILD WW II HORSE 
RIDE TO SAFETY 


Continued from pags 12 


By the time he arrived at the 
Countess Casati’s villa, there were 
heht streaks m the western sky 

“Put Floriano m the barn," said 
the countess, who was waiting for 
him at the mam gate, “then come 
into the bouse ” 

After leaving two bales of hay 
and fresh water, Murphy locked the 
barn and hurried back to the villa 
He had been quite surprised to find 
the countess young and beautiful 

“Did you have trouble?” the 
countess asked anxiously when he 
entered the living room "I 
expected you hours ago ? 

“German sentnes,” Murpby 
answered “A bit of trouble” He 
couldn't Бер noting how the 
countess’ biouse was buttoned just 
above her bra, revealing a fair 
amount of creamy olive flesh To 
his amazement, the countess let out 
a stream of profanity. 

Seeing the expression, Countess 
Casati explamed “If the break 
through by the Alles fails, the 
Germans will have time to round up 
some hostages and shoot them 
They think partisans are operating 
around here anyway That will be 
quite a price to pay for saving 
Floriano ” 

“Is the horse that important to 
you?” Murphy asked 

“Not to me,” the girl answered 
“To my husband He and the 
colonel are the riders in this 
family ” 

“Where is he?” Murphy asked 

$In a British POW camp,” the 
countess replied “He wisely sur- 
rendered at Tobruk Let the 
Germans fight thew own wars 
Enough of that, though I can see 
you are sleepy ГП show you to a 
bedroom The sergants have all fled 
If the Germans come, you must 
bide m the fireplace Is that clear? 
I'll wake you im eight bours so you 
can get ready to go ” 

Murphy allowed himself to be 
guided to a bedroom Not until tbe 
countess had mentioned bed had he 
realised how exhausted he was Не 
had slept fitfully the mght before 
his escape and not at ай durmg it 
Fatigue overcame him the moment 
Ius head touched the pillow 

The American reckorfed it was 
around noon when he woke to find 
Countess Casati in his room 
observing him, “What's wrong?" he 
asked in alarm 

“Nothing,” said the countess “I 
was mst looking at you There 
hasn't been а man ın that bed since 
1942 A long ите, no?” 

ТЕ suddenly occurred to Murphy 
that he had not had a woman since 
duly 18, the year before, when as a 
corporal in Patton’s 7th Army he 
had waded ashore at Gela 1n Sicily 
More than 10 womenless months 


Не tred to recall if he had ever 
gone so long without a girl since he 
was 18, and concluded that he 
hadn’t 

Murphy moved over on the bed, 
and pulled the covers down from 
the half he'd vacated There was no 
mistakmg his invitation For a 
second ог so, the girl debated with 
herself, then slowly removed her 
blouse and slacks until she stood 
only m panties and bra Then they 
were gone Murphy had only а 
арке at her full, pink-tipped 
breasts and rounded buttocks 
before she shipped into the bed and 
covered herself up 


At three o’clock that afternoon, 
while Murphy and the Countess 
Casati lay contentedly im her 
double bed smoking cigarettes and 
sippmg chianti, they suddenly 
heard the pounding at the door 
“The Germans,” the girl whispered 

Murphy was dressed and out of 
sight up the chimney by the time 
the countess opened the door to 
admit an angry German captam 
The gul had shrewdly shown the 
Nazi into the living room, and 
positioned him near the fireplace 
Murphy could bear him clear as a 
bell Though he spoke no German, 
he could tell by the frequent 
references to Flonano that the 
officer had discovered the stallion 
m the barn 


As quictly as possible be slipped 
out tbe clumney, tipíced through 
the bedroom and down the marble 
stars, stopping at the closed doors 
of the living room, Inside, he heard 
the violent swearing of the officer, 
then the unmistakable sound of an 
opep palm smacking a cheek The 
sergeant kicked the door open 

The stunned German’s hand 
sastinetiyely went for his weapon 
but when he saw Murphy’s Luger 
he decided agamst such a rash 
move Raising his hands above bis 
head im surrender, he looked 
pleadingly at the mtruder 

“Who is be?” Murphy demand- 
ed 

“The Commandant of Frascati, 
now that the colonel’s been sent to 
the front,” the gm] replied She 
rubbed her reddened face where 
she’d been struck “He put two and 
two together about the horse, and 
decided to come out here on his 
cone 

“What can we do with him?” 
Murphy asked evenly 

The girl removed the officer’s 
P-38 from his holster, walked 
behind wm and brought the butt 
down as hard as she could upor his 
head The officer slumped to the 
tiled floor 

“He's not such a bad fellow,” 
the mel sud apologctically “If the 
Alles break through ГП hand him 
over as a prisoner [f not,” and she 
shrugged her shoulders, “ГП kill 
him and bury him deep ın the 
garden Help me cary hun ito the 


wine cellar He’s gomg to have an 
awfully sore head when be wakes 
ae 

5 * * * 

It was well after 8 o'clock when 
Murphy kissed the countess and led 
Floriano through the gates on to 
the road he had come by the mght 
before Following the colonel's 
instructions, he made for the Така 
Valley There was a rumor that 
advance parties of the Allied forces 
bad penetiated and were operating 
there behind the German lines 


Murphy, however, encountered 
neither friend nor enemy through 
out the might as he rode for two 
hours, alternatıng with halfbour 
resis By morning, he had almost 
crossed the valley and could not 
have been more than 15 miles from 
the Butish Army troops when the 
sun rose above the Aurune: 
Mountains 


From the way Floriano’s nostrils 
flared and los excited behavior, 
Murphy knew immediately that 
there were other horses nearby 
Leading the show-1umper by the 
reins, he emerged from cover and 
valked up a promontory so he 
could have a clear view of the valley 
floor 

A mmute went by before the 
American recognised the 25 mount- 
ed men below They were, he knew, 


from campaigns m North Africa, 
mountain-bred Moroccan Goums of 
General Jum’s Free French Army 
The Allıes had sent them through 
the gaps m the German defences to 
merce the rearward Hitler Line 
Waving bis arms excitedly, Murphy 
shouted to them 

In reply, several of the fierce 
North Africans fired therm rifles at 
him while nding ata gallop, sending 
dirt and rocks mto the air nearby 
There was no tme for the 
American to shout above the din 1t 
was obvious there were no reports 
of other Alhed troops in the уайеу, 
and they had naturally assumed 
him to be a mounted foe 

Ureng Floriana on, Murphy 
galloped up the crest of the hill, 
pausmr before he went over to 
gimpse the Goums on the Arab 
ponies ım  purut “Avanti!” 
Shouted Murphy as the horse 
responded hotly and moved swıftiy 
down the other side 

It was по contest The Goums” 
Arab mounis, unshod and used io 
difficult mountam terram, closed 
the gap to less than half a mile after 
spottiny Flonano three times that 
distance Murphy kicked savagely at 
the stallıon's flanks, but the show 
jumper, not used to long distance 
running, could not respond Within 
a matter of minutes, the Goums 
would be within fune range, and 
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Murphy did not expect them to 
miss a second time 

He considered dismounting and 
talany bis chances, but then he saw 
the immense stone wall surrounding 
the farm less than 300 yards ahead 
Аба full gallop it was difficult to 
estimate its height, but ıt could not 
have been less than 10 feet gh 

“You've done М before, baby,” 
yelled the xedheaded American who 
had been born and bred ón a 
Wyoming ranch./^Let's do your 
stuff” 

Floriano saw the wall a few 
seconds later, and dimumshed bis 
pace па antierpation He understood 
he would need all lus strength for 
the one explosive leap So far, so 
good, thought Murphy, Fathering 
the stallion up for the final assault, 

The wall ran for miles on éther 
sıde, and unless there was a break 
or gate m it somewhere out of sight 
he would leave the North Afncan 
warriors hopelessly behind — if he 


losded with soldiers retreatmg 
toward Rome cheered him up 
almost as much as his escape from 
the Goums If the Germans were 
fleemg north, the Allied troops 
would be along shortly The 
realisation that he could stay put 
and let them come to him rather 
than the dangerous reverse had him 
whiséling as be returned 

Tt was the whistling, he later 
reasoned, that made him unable to 
hear the roar of the five P-51 
Mustangs streaking out of tbc sky 
on a strafing run of the German 
convoy until they were overhead 
Murphy msüneüvely ducked, then 
looked to see the awesome fighters 
pouring it on with ther three 
05-inch Browning machine guns m 
eacb wing and an equal number of 
bazooka-type rocket — launehmg 
tubes The American sergeant saw 
mine trucks loaded with soldiers 
explode under the furious assault 

On the second run, the soldiers 
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could make the wall 

It would not be easy This was 
not a fence or artificial wall where 
the blocks fall out on contact with 
the horse's legs. If Floriano missed 
it, they'd both be down, myured 
and helpless from then on. 

Twenty yards from the wall, 
Murphy took the stalfion parallel to 
Jet him have a close look at the 
obstacle. When a bullet crunched 
into the wall, Murphy decided be 
had bad enough preparation and 
brought Floriano in head-on 

Murphy held his breath as tbe 
nmmense stalhon slowed, then 
accelerated and took off, clearing 
the tremendous barrier with only 
mcbes to spare “You're a lovely,” 
he shouted dehightedly, stroking the 
borse's neck, and trotting off across 
the deserted fields toward Val- 
montone 

He would have given anythıng to 
see the expressions on the Goums’ 
faces as they remed ın their Arab 
ponies and dismounted to examine 
a wall amost twice their beight. 

Two bours later, resbng by а 
stream while Floriano cooled his 
aching legs ın the water, Murphy 
heard the rumbling of a nearby 
convoy, and ran through a maize- 
filled field to where he could see 
the road 

The sight of German trucks 
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had managed to pet to a ditch on 
the side of the road, but their 
abandoned vehicles, some stalled by 
burning trucks ahead, proved an 
easy target for the American 
armen By the time the fighters 
pulled out of tbez low flat dive, 
another six trucks and an armored 
car lay on their sides а flame 

Murphy returned to where be 
bad ted up Floriano, rosaddled and 
mounted The stallion was jumpy 
from all the noise and smoke 
nearby, and took several seconds to 
settle 

Suddenly, the stallion reared, 
nearly throwing the ex-rodeo rıder 
from the saddie Murphy looked 
up One of the Mustangs was 
making a pass at him He must be 
trying to figure out what the hell is 
going on, the American thought 

Then, the pilot opened up, 
sending a stream of earth flying less 
than 15 yards away The stallion 
nersbed fiercety, pomeked and ran 
across the field at full gallop 
Holding on was bard enough 
Holding on and trymg to glance up 
at the sky to sec where the next 
attack would come from was 
almost ımpossible 

Sensmg its direction from sound 
alone, Murphy tugged with all the 
strength ш bis left hand and 
watched the deadly stream of 


скродшр machine gun slugs spit 
off m a hno to the right 

It was absolutely quiet when 
Murphy managed to halt Flonano 
Far to the south, the Amencan 
watched the lone Mustang rejoin 
the retreatng fighter formation 
Thinking how the pilot would tell 
his comrades how he almost shot 
up a German cavalryman outside 
Vahnonte, Murpby dismounted and 
continued his walk toward the 
alhed lines It was almost five 
o'clock. It annoyed him to think 
that at tbıs moment, hıs former 
friends m the POW camp were 
sitting down to a meal of rice and 
rabbit stew 


* * * 


in the отии, Murphy woke 
up to the sounds of a battle less 
than five miles away Leading 
Floriano to a shell-pocked field, he 
looked to the west where an 
artillery duel was taking place For 
half an hour, he hstened to and 
waicbed tbe explosive battle Then, 
all was quiet again 

“Last leg,” be said to the borse 
affectionately “Weil be home 
soon ” 

By 10 o'lock, after having 
pamstakingly replaced a haff- 


‘thrown shoe with a rock for a 


hammer, Murphy mounted the 
stallion and trotted out at a 
leisurely psce The earth was hard 
from the long spell of dry weather 
that had aided the Allies for the last 
month m enabling their tanks and 
other motor vehicles to follow up 
the advande Murphy remembered 
how muddy ıt had been during the 
earher winter offensive 

The American sergeant had 
halí-closed the gap to the British 
Imes three miles away when he 
heard the rumbling nose behind 
and ımmedıately turned to face the 
German tanks No, too small for 
tanks, and a lot faster, he told 
himself Then he realısed what they 
were, and cursed the bad luck that 
had plagued him and Floriano for 
the last four days 

The vehicles approaching at a 
rapid rate were German Golinths, 
the new remote-controlled, 
explosive-filled mimature tanks 
they had enveiled at Cassino 

“Go, Floriano,” be yelled, and 
set himself hke a jockey for the 
final rash to safety 

А mile along, the shock waves 
from tbe first exploding Gohath 
nearly threw him over Floriano’s 
head What’s so danmed important 
about a man and a horse? be 
wondered as he regained his balance 
and urged the horse to even preater 
speed 

The second blast from a greater 
disiance did not throw the horse 
off-stride Looking behmd him, 
Murpby saw why There were 
explosions everywhere along the 
field The Germans had not set off 
the tank through remote control 


Alhed artillerymen were laying 
down a field ol fire while the 
German teehnicians tried to take 
evasive action 

The American slowed Florlano 
to a canter, then a trot. The horse 
was welking when be reached a 
group of stariled artillerymen 
around a Howitzer Members of the 
"US I, they were fightuig alongside 
the Birtish ХЛ 


One of thom, a private from 
Troy, New York, nudged the 
lieutenant nearby when Murphy 
dismounted end sad “Will you 
look at that nut with his nag 


Doesn t he know there's a war on? 
How stupid can you get?” 

ж * * 
EDITOR'S NOTE In September, 
1972, more than 28 years after Set 
Red Murphy rode Flonano to 
safety, he, ihe horse who had 
figured ın his escape, and Germans 
and Itahans who had fought in the 
Baitle of Rome came together ın a 
sense т Munich during. the ill-fated 
Olympic Games 

Murphy, 58 years old and a 
retired — mullionawe — cattleman, 
atiended the jumping events in the 
company of his wife and twm sons, 


and saw the itolian team perform 
notably on several of Flormo's 
descendants 

Floriano was destined to be 
slupped io England, but on June 8, 
1944, ihe Alles’ invasion of 
Normandy opened, and all available 
shipping was rushed to Channel 
ports British authorities eventually 
took the horse under thei care, and 
returned him to Colonel Parmi 
early in 1945, who then put hun 
out to stud He remained a poient 
stallion for 10 years more, covering 
as many as 40 mares a year with 
success, uniil he died at the age of 
20 
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THEY HAVE TO BUY ABRIDE 
Continued from page 24 


Even if wives were available he 
would probably show tbe utmost 
reluctance to advance one foot up 
the church aisle to be married 

The mantal stalemate has alarmed 
Irish intellectuals, for along with the 
highest emigration rate in the world, 
Ireland now has the lowest marriage 
rate 

“Unless the bachelors marry,” 
warned the Bishop of Ardarh and 
Clonmacnoise recently, “the com- 
bincd effect of enngration and the 
low birth-rate will lead to the near 
extinction of Ше зи race in 
Heland”. Hls wamıng was repeated тп 
a letter to every church in the 
County of Leitrim, the worst area for 
bachelors in the whole ot Ireland 

Statistics show that three-quarters 
of the maie population of Ireland’s 
farming communities between the 
ages of 25 and 35 are unmarrıed In 
certam arcas of Leitrim men out- 
number women by sıx to one Men 
hne the walls and cram the adjacent 
pubs at local dances, and even the 
homehest girl doesn't find herself a 
wallflower for long 

Yet for many of the men it’s a 
great lite. They bave no women to 
nag them, and no one to tell them 
what to do The bachelor in Ins ttle 
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Usually the wind blew onc way in the morning and changed to the 

opposite point in the evening: Ft was of great help to men hand-pumping 

| the railway со тез over tong distances 
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white thatched-roof cottage піке lus 
cows, feeds his chickens and grows 
hıs potatoes He drinks porter and 
plays darts with the boys every nıght 
and every weckend and 1s as happy as 
a king 

Н he really wanted to be could 
usc the famed old Insh blarney and 
easily collect a wife for himself north 
of the border or on the British 
mainland and bring her back io the 
old homestead But he scems to 
prefer hving alone In a land where 
divorce is frowned upon the cautions 
Insh bachelor feels a lot safer 
unmarried. 

“We have more love songs to the 
square yard than any other country,” 
опе frustrated colleen complamed to 
me before stepping on a plane bound 
for the US “To listen to the 
warbbngs of our poets and song- 
writers anyone would believe that we 
Ев are having a wonderful time 
You'd think the men were all dying 
of unrequited love for Kathleen 
Mavourneen, and Му Insh Molly’O, 
for the Rose of Tralee, and of course 
for the one they love best of all — 
The Girl I Left Behind Me 

“But why leave her behind? Why 
not marry her first and take her 
along? This the spalpeens will never 
do They always have to see a man 
about a greyhound pup or something 
1f anyone suggests 1t ^" 

Because ot this mass exodus of 


—— au 
E Outback “ships” that sailed 


E CAMELS have always been known as "'stups of the desert”, but in outback 
Queensland you could see various vehicles sailing оп dry land 
в The first of these was back in the old push bike days, when shearers 
Q — trevelled enormous distances with the wind behind them all the way They 
El would ng up sails out of their calico swag covers, and wrth these fitted to a 
ВО saphng frame strapped to the bike, would sail along for hours 

Of recent усаге howsver, these sailing bikes have disappeared, but the 
fettlors on the line between Winton and Longreach had saiis fitted to their 
pumping-troltres to take advantage of the wind when they went to end 
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laches, there has been а steady 
dechne ш the population of Ireland 
from 6,548,000 in 1841 to 
2,563,000 today And Leland has a 
larger proportion not only of bache- 
lors but of unmarried persons of all 
ages than any other country for 
winch records are kept For ths, 
many people blame the ancient 
custom of matchmaking. 

When the time comes to pass on 
the farm, often when the “nipper” 15 
m his fifties, the farmer enbsts a 
matchmaker's aid and begins the 
search for “a good, strong, rosy- 
checked girl” 

Johnny Lynch told me that the 
job of finding such a candidate for 
matnmony ts becoming "well nigh 
impossible” because of the continued 
flight of the females from the nest, 
and because, paradoxically, the 
chosen one still has to cough up a 
hefty dowry for the assumed privi- 
„ее of nailing her man 

When Johnny goes to see a farmer 
about his daughter and finds there 15 
a basis for negotiation, he fixes a 
time and place for the two farmers to 
meet This place is usually the local 
mn where both fathers arrive with a 
bottle of whisky Mothers are never 
permitted to "sit in on a matok’? as 
therr presence 15 said to bring bad 
luck 

The proceedings are formal The 
first drink ıs called by Johnny, the 
second by the zırl’s father, who wall 
ask the matchmaker what “fortune”, 
or dowry, 15 expected and what his 
daughter can expect ın return 

What he asks, 1s the value ot the 
farm busldings, the cows, sheep, pits 
and horses? Have the taxes been 
paid? Is there a well on the property? 
Ки far to the highway or on 1t? 
What kind of a house ss it — slate or 
thach? How far from the pub, 
school and town? 

So the haggling goes on unti a 
deal 15 made The more valuable Ше 
farm and lvestock, the bigger the 
dowry will have to be The ceremony 
of “walking the land” takes place 


when the grs father and her 
brothers come to ınspect the farm, 
making a careful inventory of tbe 
stock and checking on all the 
advantages previously claimed for it 

The cows get a feed early that day 
to make them iook contented and 
healthy, geese are killed, the house 15 
whitewashed, generous quantities of 
whisky and porter are brought ın for 
consumption The young man ın- 
yolved ın the deal stays outside 
shuffling hus feet and wondering 
whether he dare chicken out before 
it’s too late 

Insh farmers have been known to 
drive a neiglibor's cattle on to their 
land on these occasions to give the 
prospective fatherandaw а better 
impression, but the best subterfuge 
story concerns the owner of a certain 
pub near Oldcastle Wanting a rıch 
farmers daughter, he stressed the 
prosperity of lus pub so much that 
the farmer agreed to “walk the innd” 
— in this ease, to mspect the pub — 
before starting negotiations 

On the mormng set for the ın- 
spection the publican called on all ins 
regular customers, gave them each a 
balf dollar and invited them to spend 
it on porter. This bit of skulduggery 
really impressed the farmer Business, 


he saw ctearly, was brisk indeed, and 
on the strength of ıt he ict his 
daughter go, handing over a dowry of 
1000 Pounds Sterlmg 

After a marriage match has been 
made legal documents known as “the 
writings” are drawn up, conveying 
the ownership of the farm to the son. 
Provision 1s made by the farmer for 
the maintenance of himself and his 
wife until their deaths This main- 
tenance usually includes the use of a 
room ın the house, a place at the 
hearth, the night to “grass a cow”, to 
help themselves to food and maybe 
cultivate a patch of potatoes 

Where there 1s no male hetr to the 
farm and a female imhents it, the 
incoming son-m-daw brings a dowry, 
generally very much larger than that 
expected of a bride This 15 paid to 
the father ın return for handing over 
the farm, lock, stock and barre! 

Though such arranged marriages 
are just as fertile as any other, they 
are becoming fewer and fewer as the 
supply of Insh colleens dnes up, and 
the delay into middle age becomes 
longer and longer 

The story goes m Oldcastle that a 
cöuple who had been “matched” for 
10 years and still waiting to get 
married, indulged m the following 


conversation “John, we’ve been 
courting now for 10 years * 

“That’s right, John muttered 
blowing the frotb from his porter 

“Don’t you think its ime we 
were getting married?” 

“Wisha, Mary, girl," replies John 
“Who'd have us?” 

Recently the mailman of a httle 
seaside village m County Cavan 
finally tied the nuptial knot. He had 
been waiting fill he retired at the age 
of 70 before marrying the srl They 
had been courting 29 years 

"She's no chicken,” neighbors 
sud of the bride, “but how many 
Irish brides are chickens today?” It 1s 
true that last year over half of all 
women who marned in Ireland were 
between the ages of 35 and 45 

Match-maker Johnny Lynch was 
70 years old when I plied him with 
porter and got hum to talk He too 
was a bachelor “They've been trying 
to make a match for me these last 30 
years,” he chuckled “But 1 teil ус, 
there's no girl Бога fast and loose 
enough to catch me yet!” 

And he sounded quitè proud of 
Tumseif and supremely satisfied with 
the situation as 1t stood. For it teft 
him single, never quite sober, aud as 
funcy-free as a leprechaun, a 
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HE'D NEVER HURT A FLY 


Continued from page 22 


Then one morning we were in the 
radar room and Jim suddenly pro- 
duced the transmitter from his 
pocket It/was built im a yellow 
plastic box “This 1s it,” he said And 
he pressed the switch, which was a 
white plastic knob, the sort of thing 
used on bedside lamps or any sort of 
movable lamp. 

He held ıt down “That's 1t,” he 
said and put 11 back ın his pocket. 

“You mean he’s dead,” I sud 

“Tf he's sitting on the chair” 

“You mean you don’t know?” 

“No,” Jim said cheerfully 

A шише later Mr Keith. walked 
in, very much ahve 

“You are just playing with him,” I 
iussed at Виа. “Why don’t you press 
1t while he's sittmg there and get it 
over with.” 

“Does ıt make you nervous?" he 
smd mockingly I think then that he 
saw he could have more fun with me 
than he coutd with Mr Keith. 

We were walking back from the 
hotel after lunch one day when he 
pulled the transmitter out of his 
pocket “Негев another go at Rus- 
sian Roulette,” he said and he 


pressed the switch. “If he’s sitting 
there he’s dead now.” 
But Mr Kerth wasn't sitting ш his 


chair and he escaped agun 

“] don't thank that thing actually 
works at all,” I said to him 

“Pl prove it to you,” Jim said 

Mr Keith was away ın the general 
office m another block “Come on,” 
Jim sud He took a voltmeter from 
the lab, connected one lead to the 
charr, one to the desk, turning it to 
the 500 volt AC range. There was no 
indication of voltage He took the 
transmitter out of lus pocket, pressed 
the switch and ınstantly there was 
230 volts on the meter. 

“See,” he said trrumphantly. “It 
works perfectly.” He released the 
switch and the meter went back to 
zero 

I felt a httle Ш He was a devil, a 
dangerous devil 

“If you wait too long the battery 
on the receiver m Mr Keith's. office 
will be flat,” I said 

“Е wiü fast its shelf life,” hm 
sud. “Because it doesn’t draw any 
current until 1t receives a signal” 

+ * ES 

In the nmth week of the course I 
was feeling worried, mostly about 
my chances of passing the final 
examination The theory was getting 
more complicated and 1 had for- 
gotten so much of the basic theory 
of electronics that I was forced to 
read and study basic theory as well as 
advanced theory 

We were all Вке that, except Jim 


“Pve killed an innocent man. I thought he was my wife.” 
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He was still not siudying, but he 
could still promptly answer any 
question. the instructor fired at us 

I got to hate Jim more and more 
Every mght there was a party in Ins 
room with girls and liquor and that 
kiss meter th constant use 

“Ts there any danger with the kiss 
meter?" I asked him 

He leered 

“From electric shock?" I ven- 
tuted 

“No It works from a small dry 
battery, no dangerous voltages ” 

He knew so much more than I 
did He was junior to me ш the 
company, yet he got better ships 
than I did I got some of the oldest 
and slowest I didn’t have his 
personality of course, 

Pd be trying to study and there’d 
be this constant noise from his room 
along the corndor And the walls 
were thm. I wanted to scream, “Shut 
up” It was hell 

The only person I hated more was 
Mr Keith. He’d stand there at the 
blackboard leeturing in a rapid voice 
with sheafs of multithed hand-outs 
to give us to reinforce the lecture 
Ней ask questions I couldn’t answer 
And he still seemed to pick оп me 

If he was dead then maybe the 
course wouldn’t finish, ГА be able to 
go back to sea until they started 
another one But when I asked Jum 
he grinned “Not anti I think the 
moment opportune ” 

But if he wouldn’t, I would kill 
Mr Keith Ра make a transmitter of 
my own В only needed a simple 
continuous wave transmitter to cause 
the relay to close. It could be done 
with a couple of transistors and a 
handful of components 

Thought some pieces from a radio 
shop up the street and wired up a 
transmutter one night when I went 
back to the Institute Then I ined 18 
out with the cham 

There was a single light over Mr 
Kath’s desk, but I didn’t dare switch 
it on There was enough Пай! coming 
in from the lecture room It was a 
grey steel desk with a plastic top 
The chair was steel also 

I found the receiver under the 
bottom ledge of the desk. I Най to 
fiddle with the transmitter frequency 
until it locked in with the receiver 
Working frantically I turned the 
ıron-cored tuning slug 1n the coil of 
my transmitter until the small relay 
an the receiver suddenly clicked in 
from the transmitters signal. 

I pressed the small switch of my 
transmitter and made sure ће relay 
worked every time. Now I could 
inven the chair at any ime And that 
would be tomorrow when Mr Kerth 
was in his office preparıng lectures 


I went back to the hotel There | 
was noise as usual coming from Jim’s | 
room I Jay on my bed and stared at | 
the old-fasmoned high ceiling Now I 
was gomg to murder 2 man, some- 
thing that I had never ever imagined I 
would do It was something ГА never 
ever thought of But now 1 was 
looking forward to 11 When Mr Keith | 
was dead tius purgatory of mune 
would be over 

Just like Jim I had built the 
transmitter into а small plastic box 
which I could shp mto my jacket 
pocket The only difference was the 
color Mine was orange I looked at 
my jacket hanging belund the door 
In the pocket was death 

* * 


+ 


hm and I were working on 
advanced transistor circuits, the type 
of thing used зп true-motion radar. 
computer stuff, very complex, and I 
was rather baffled by it all The other 
four were in the radar room 

Mr Keith went mto his office 1 
could see him sıt down at hıs desk 

“Now’s your chance,” I hissed at | 
iim 

“For what?" he said innocently. 

“You know,” I whispered. 

“Oh, that,” he said innocently He 
put his hand m bis pocket I held my 
breath and watched the back of Mr 
Kerth Nothing happened. Ат was 
Ennnmg at me 

“You're fnghtened," I smd What 
had he sud when I had asked hum if 
he had ever murdered a man? He sud 
he'd never had the courage 

“No Fm not,” be hed to me. “But 
have you got the guts to do 11?” He 
held out the transmitter to me “You 
press the switch.” 

Idrew back and put my hands ın 
my jacket pocket 

“Coward,” he jecred 

1 just looked at him, as I switched 
on my transmitter 

There was a sudden cty from Mr 
Keith’s office 

Jum whipped around Mr Keith 
had fallen forward on to his desk 
Jim looked at his transmitter and 
back agam “I never touched it,” he 
whispered. 

“It mught have been a short 
circurt,” І suggested 

“No,” пе sud 

“You'd better get md of your 
receryer ” 

He was suddenly galvanised into 
action He ran mto the office, 
disconnected the mains power fed 
from a block on the skırlıng board, 
and ripped the receiver from its 
hiding place under the desk 

“Quick,” he shouted. “Give me a 
hand Mouth to nose resuscitation ” 

The doctor said Mr Кеті» death 
was due to heart fanure 
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Tim went to pieces He talked it 
over with me endlessly “It must 
have been heart failure I didn’t 
touch the transmitter You saw me,” 
he sud 

“That’s right ” 

“There were electrical burns on 
bis bands, but maybe he got them 
some other time ” 

“Sure,” I said soothingly 

Jim gave up ham radio, pushed 
the kiss meter ınio a corner. He 
became withdrawn, far from lus 
usual happy self The course con- 
tinued under another wstructor And 


І worked very hard rıght up to the 
final examination 

I passed Jim failed And quite 
frankly I was glad. I’ve got a good 
ship now And nobody ndes rough- 
shod over me Гус changed Jim ıs 
aboard one of the oldest ships in the 
flect They say he doesn’t talk to 
anybody, he’s mad 

They don’t say that about me I 
built a kiss meter and ın every port 
its a sensation with the girls. Mie 
never been so popular 
nn 
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No one was lookıng for Shirley 
Why should they? They had me Pve 
had time to figure the thing now 

Fidier had me set up for the fell 
hefore I ever left Dannemora He 
told me just enough about Shirley to 
make sure Pd look her up 

With his sights already set on the 
old woman’s money, he needed 
something to distract attention from 
Shirley, because a serious look at her 
by the police could easily have led 
back to hm When Fidler killed the 
old woman finding out where her 
moncy was, he must have congratu- 
lated hımself on his foresight in 
having me as a distraction 

Td held up the operation in the 
beginning Бу not identifying myself 
to her She turned on the candle- 
power in the Parakect that nıght only 
because she'd been close enough to 
read my phony credit cards 

She kept me at a distance 
ongmally because then X might lose 
interest and drift on before Fidler 
was released and arrived to drive 
home the nail When they were ready 
to roll she left her door open and 
there I was, rpe for the plucking 

IPs quite a saddle they've left me 
wearing In the District of Columbia, 
a conviction of Murder One carries a 
mandatory sentence of the electric 
chair 

It’s full summer now, but the days 
are getting longer and shorter at the 
same time 


74 ADAM, January, 1974 


LEAMA EE X X00 0I 272 2 2 = 


PORRA OOO 


ARE YOU KEEN 


ABOUT SEX? 


. if you are and you want to surprise each 
other . . . then our large range of 


мит BOOKS & SLIDES 
sour FILMS & NOVELTIES 


will surprise you. We have the largest range 


You can visit our iwo shops at . 


THE BOOK PALACE THE AOULT BOOKSHOP 


759 George Street, 393 Liverpool Street, 


{пест Central Railway) (near Victoria Street) 
SYDNEY, N.S.W. DARLINGHURST, N.S.W. 
or write in for -our FREE illustrated 64 page 
adult catalogue. 

ADULT PRODUCTS СО. 

393 Liverpool Street, lea 2010, N.S. W. 

Please send me your FREE cotalogue without 

any obligation, 

Lam over 21. Signature 

NAME . . 

ADDRESS 


Postcode 
ADAM JAN 74 


—————— 


SEE ROME AND DIE 


Continued from page 29 


fis bare stone walls were slimy 
Somewhere in the distance Jardine 
thought he could hear the roar of 
water, a heavy, pounding boom 

“Arc you ali right?” 

Gma's eyes were mmmed with 
tears 

"[ am sorry you are here. I 
wish I had not gone to your room ” 

Jardime forced a smile “I 
wouldn't miss 1t for quds, Gina” 

They found a dry place to sit The 
floor and walls were cold Gina 
shivered 

Then the door opened, and one of 
the men entered carrying a bottle of 
wine 

“Grazianı says you might lke to 
warm up + ” He laughed as he held 
the boitle to Gina’s lips She drank a 
few sips, then turned her head away 
The bottle was held out to Jardine, 
who shook hus head 

The man shrugged “You may get 
thirsty I come back later” 

The door shut again and the bolt 
was shot home In the hour that 
followed Jardine strugried with the 
heavy rope binding his hands It was 
working loose Sweat broke out as he 
worked fevenshly Сіпа was sleeping 
fitfully beside him He watched her, 
watched the nse and fall of her 
breasts, fighting to muster the energy 
to keep up the struggle 

The skin of his wists was raw 
Every movement now was becoming 
an agony Sweat poured from his 
face and chest His heart pumped 
adrenalin, his breathing became more 
difficult 

He did not know the precise 
instant his hands were free He 
struggled with the tope until a slow 
awareness spread up from his aching 
wrists He opened and closed his 
fists, trymg to restore circulation, 
letting his head rest back against the 
clammy stones 

It was not until he held ms hands 
before his eyes that he could relax 


He caught his breath, wiping 4 
shaking palm over his damp 
forehead 

“Gina ” he whispered 
“Gna” 


Her eyes opened and he placed a 
finger to her hps She nodded and 
leaned forward Within seconds he 
had freed her hands 

He checked his watch 

“It’s six” His voice was low and 
hoarse “When the guard comes 
back kecp your hands behind 
you ” He tred to check his 
breathing 

a 


“Yes?” Their eyes met 

“How can I thank you?” 

He shrugged. A very Italian shrug 

Ssx-thirty seven seven- 
thurty exght 

The bolt ratticd on the other side 
of the door Gina, alert, placed her 
hands behind her back The door 
opened slowly Jardme, ms hands 
still raw, braced himself 

The guard stepped into the cellar 
H was the same man, this time | 
carrying only the bottle of wine He 
was clearly not expecting trouble 

“You are thirsty? Soon we take 
you out of Roma Graziani has а 
place for you : ” he laughed as he 
held the bottle of wine to Gina’s Iıps 
She took a few sips, 

The man stepped over to Jardine 
He held out the bottle and that was 
when Jardine snapped mto action 
He grabbed the man by the shoulders 
and thrust him forward, smashing his 
head against the stones With a low 
сту the guard went Imp and Jardine 
let the body slump to the floor He 
located the gun in a coat pocket and 
helped Gina to her feet 

They moved quietly up the 
winding stairs to a door which led to 
the front corndor of the building 
Jardine placed a hand on Спа 
shoulder as he turned the handle 
The door opened with a loud squeak. 
They edged out into the hall The 
door to the street was only 20 feet 
away 

“Is that you, Marcello?” It was 
Graziani’s voice, calling from a room 
down the hall 

Jardine took Gma by the arm as 
they ran for the street Outside, dark 
shadows shrouded the silent build- 
ings Suddenly а voice shouted 
Jardine spun round and fired once, 
and saw the other man crumple 

They ran, Gina clutching the torn 
frock to her body, Jardine castıng 
quick glances over his shoulder 
Another voice called and a shot rang 
out 

They turned a corner and the roar 
of water which Jardıne had heard 
before was almost deafening They 
were m the tmy square of the 
Fontana di Trevi The boom of the 
fountam echoed around the tiny 
area The baroque statues of gods 
and goddesses set among the rocks 
occupied the entire wall of a palace 
On the far side of the fountain a 
huge crowd was assembled 

Gina pointed and Jardine follow- 
ed. They ran to the low wall, scaled 
at and clambered up among ihe 
fioodht statues From the crowd 
came laughs, cerly sounding above 
the roar of cascading water The 
decorative fontana had been designed 
well, Jardine thought, as he and the 
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girl took cover behind the stone 
figures The crowd was catcallinr and 
waving to them 

Looking back, Jardine saw Grazi- 
ant and his mcn run into the square 
Graziani followed the gaze of the 
crowd and pomted up to the 
fountan As a group of them 
clambered over the wall and on to 
the facade of the Trevi, the crowd 
yelled encouragement 

The laughter end shouting stop- 
ped as Grazuanı’s gun barked There 
was a deathly hush, broken only by 
the roar of water falling into the 
wide basin of the fountam Another 
shot chipped stonework ahead as 
Gina tred to make her own way 
around the base of a statue Jardine 
hauled her down He fired twice, and 
saw Graziani and his men dive for 
cover 

The crowd watched silently as 
two men moved around the rocks, 
finng occasionally to keep thei prey 
pinned down A bullet whined past, 
inches from Jardine’s head 

"Only one thing for и!” he 
shouted to Gina, pointing below 

She nodded She leapt up and 
dived Jardine stepped out, emptying 
tus gun at the two men before he, 
too, plunged from the rocks 

The cold green water engulfed 
him 15 feet below He surfaced to 
find Gina swimming beside bun 
Above, the two men were staring 
down One aimed his gun and fired, 
plumes of water kicking up only feet 
away Then a shot rang out and the 
man toppled, a stupid expression of 
surprise on his face Police whistles 
sounded and Jardine saw umformed 
men running from all sides of the 
square 

They swam to the bank A group 
of cheering youths dragged them out 
Jardme was aware of someone 
slapping his back and conpratulating 
him Gma stood beside him, 
shivering, the black shreds of her 
frock barely covermg her body, 
clmging to the provocative curves of 
her breasts and hips ; 

* * ж 

In the hotel room, the pohce 
officer looked from the girl to 
Jardine 

“We hope you have not been 
mconvenienced,” he began tus speech 
with a bow “However, we find the 
camera and Graziani has been 
arrested for murder Please, accept 
my gratitude for your role in this 
affair And now, if I can help, please 
tell me If you would like to tour 
Roma, to sec our beautiful city, my 
car 15 at your disposal * 

Gina spoke quickly m ltahan 
Jardme watched as the man’s face 
changed from an expression of 
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official politeness to one of knowing 
sympathy He ttpped his cap, winked 
to Jardıne and turned He sbut the 
door firmly behind him 

Jardıne turned to Gina “What did 
you tell hım?” 

Gina got to her feet and peeled 
off her frock Between the bed and 
the bathroom she cast off her bra 
and panties 

* said,” she shrugged, “we had 
some unfinished busmess — "' 

Jardine followed her 
you gomg?” 

She stood naked beneath the 
shower She laughed and sprayed 
water at him “This 15 how we met, 
no? before we were so rudely 
interrupted 7 * 


“Where are 


| 


DEATH IN THE OBLONG 
ROOM continued from page 39 


— $$ 


McBern had lost a good deal of ms 
previous composure, and now he 
faced Leopold with red-tinged eyes 
and а hp that trembled when he 
spoke “What, what did you want to 
ask me?” 

“A great many things, son All the 
questions m the world” Leopold 
sighed and offered the boy a 
cigarette “You and Rollıngs were 
taking LSD, weren't you?" 

“We took st, yes” 

“Why? For kicks?" 

“Not for kicks Yon don't under- 
stand about Ralph” 

“I understand that you killed him 
What more ıs there to understand? 
You stabbed him to death right over 
there on that bed.” 

Tom McBern took a deep breath 
“We didn’t take LSD for kicks,” he 
repeated “It was more to heighten 
the sense of religious experience — à 
sort of mystical involvement that 15 
the whole meaning of Ше” 

Leopold frowned down at the 
boy “I’m only a detective, son You 
and Rollings were strangers to me 
until yesterday and I guess now he'll 
always be a stranger to me That’s 
one of the troubles with my job I 
don’t get to meet people until it’s 
too late, until the damage” — he 
gestured toward the empty bed — “Is 
already done. But 1 want to know 
what happened In this room, be- 
tween you two. I don’t want to hear 
about mysticism or religious ехреп- 
ence 1 want to hear what happened 
— why you killed him and why you 
sat here with the body for 22 hours” 

Tom McBern looked up at the 
walls, seeing them perhaps for the 
first and thousandth time “Did you 
ever think about this room? About 


the shape of it? Ralph used to say 1t 
reminded him of a story by Poe, “The 
Oblong Box’ Remember that siory? 
The box was on board a ship and, of 
course, И contained a body Like 
Queequeg's coffin which rose from 
the sea to rescue Ishmael '* 

“And ths room was Ralph's 
coffin?" Leopold asked quietly 

“Yes” McBern stared down at his 
bandeuffed wrists “His tomb” 

“You killed him, didn’t you?” 

Xess 

Leopold looked away “Do you 
want your lawyer?" 

“No Nothing” 

“му God! Twenty-two hours!” 

“I was” 

“I know what you were doing 
But 1 don’t think you'll ever teil ıt to 
a judge and jury ” 

“TI tell you, because maybe you 
can understand ” 

He began to talk зп a slow, quiet 
voice, and Leopold listened because 
that was Нав Job 

+ * * 

Toward evening, when Tom 
McBern had been returned to his cell 
and Fletcher sat alone with Leopold, 
he said, "Tve called the District 
Attorney, Captan What are you 
going to tell him?” 


“The tacts, [suppose McBera will 
sign a confession of just how it 
bappened The rest 1s out of our 
hands ” 

“Do you want to tell me about it, 
Captain?” 

“I dowt think I want to teli 
anyone about it But I suppose I have 
to. I guess it was all that talk of 
religious experience and coffins rising 
from the ocean that tipped me off 
You know that Rollings pictured 
their room as a sort of tomb ” 

“For him it was” 

“I wish I'd known him, Fletcher I 
only wish ГА known hum 1m time” 

“What would you have done?” 

“Perhaps only listened and tried 
to understand him ” 

“MeBern admitted killing him?" 

Leopold nodded “It seems that 
Rollmgs asked him to, and Tom 
McBern trusted him ” 

“Rollings asked to be stabbed 
through the heart?” 

“Yes,” Leopold replied 

“Then why did McBern stay with 
the body so long? For a whole day 
and night?” 

“He was waiting,” Leopold said 
ашейу, lookıng at пойипв at all 
"He was waiting for Rollings to rise 
from the dead ” = 


“Follow that cab!” 
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KNOW HER BY HER NOSE 
Continued from page 17 


They must breathe through the 
mouth for about 10 days, but 
stitches and tape are removed within 
a week 

The human nose has almost 
infinite variety in both sexes, and 1s a 
rehable guide to desire. The nose of 
your loved one may be long or short, 
broad or narrow blunt, crooked, 
snub or turned up Any of these 
points tells interesting facts about 
her sexual potential Fortunes have 
been made out of palmisiry and 
phrenology Future fortunes are 
gomg to be made out of nose- 
reading 

A long nose belonging to a female, 
always signifies a shrewd, possessive 
personality with fierce loyalty to- 
ward the man who clams he loves 
her If it ss also perfectly straight and 
has its root just a Не above the 
centre of the eyes, it denotes 
intellect and an instinctive capacity 
for total co-operation during the 
heights of passion Long-nosed love- 
hes are responsive to love-play 

An affectionate look, a hug, a 
whispered word will trigger yearnings 
that can be satiated опіу m full and 
complete sexual union But only 


with one man Promuscuty 1s almost 
unknown among long-nosed sex 
partners. They are one-man women 
without compromse 

Short noses ıre common among 
swinging young women to whom the 
sexual revolution 1 a real gas and 
who consider boudoir froles with 
different sex partners a perfectly 
natural and wholesome pastime in 
this day and age Short-nosed chicks 
dig absolute equality of the sexes and 
are just as likely to hint, Ike men, 
tbat a roll in the hay is indicated 
when mutual togetherness has 
reached a certain intimate stage 

They tend to mitate sex play. 
Their fierce desire to claim all of 
Man’s privileges 1s often so blatant 
that guys on the make get cold feet, 
and back out of the boudor But 
short noses usually go with long, 
sınuous legs ш females Short noses 
have one big advantage over big noses 
— they don't get in the way when 
mouth-to-mouth  prehmunanes are 
being undertakon 

Short-nosed cuties are able to 
arrive at quick decistons on matters 
of extreme urgency They are never 
jealous Their performance in bed 1s 
knowledgeable and intense 

Broad-nosed beauties are affec- 
tionate, sexy, prone te tears, and 


great admurers of the male sex In 
fact they know that men are superior 
and willingly admit it That 15 the 
kind of world tbey love — where the 
male lover 1s dominant and holds no 
brıef for females who want to usurp 
lus power and traditional privileges 

Because of this submissiveness 
broad-nosed broads are not usually 
flaming balls of fire ın the boudoir. 
Their sexuel psychology 15 to give, 
give, give, but in the giving they lose 
sight of the ideal that gratification 
shonld be the goal tor both partners 

They enjoy “sacrificing” their 
own pleasure 1f this means that their 
lovers are to be fulfilled They 
worship men, and it 1s a privilege for 
broad-nosed girls to serve the oppo- 
site sex 

The narrow (but not long) nose in 
females often signals a distinct 
tendency to be selfish, sneaky, and 
fngid when affairs with the male sex 
are being fought out to their ultimate 
and natural conclusion Narrow- 
nosed females are frequently пе 
credibly beautiful and desirable — 
and they know it Ther mommas 
have taught them that thei faces and 
figures are their fortune to be used 
ruthlessly and with deliberate intent 
But not for their lover’s gratification 
For themselves 
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Males may well reach that exciting 
plateau of sexual success at which 
they are able to feast their eyes on 
narrow noses in the nude, but that 
does not mean total victory and 
consummation is m sight By по 
means 

Miss Narrow Nose loves to show 
off her magmficent body and note 
the havoc it can wreak on the peace 
of mind of the man who gazes upon 
at But her lover will pay dearly for 
any further advance up the pinnacle 
of desire. 

Concessions, promises, gifts, privi- 
leges will ail be extracted before 
actual physical skirmmshing begins 
and even then the ultimate onslaught 
may be parmed with cruel callous- 
ness Romance with Miss Narrow 
Nose 1s a one-sided affair, unsatis- 
fyıng to males and a cruel travesty of 
what sox should be all about 

Lovely iadies with blunt noses arc 
m direct contrast, and sexologists 
group them with the desirable 
owners of snub and turned-up noses 
Milhons of potentially perfect sex 
partners belong to thus same group 
They are God's gift to the perfectly 
normal, strong and virile young man 
who likes his female playmate to 
show genuine interest m what 3s 
going on 

They are the comfortable, lovable 
compromise most men settle for 
quite happily after dreaming of 
sultry insattable sex-bombs and 
nymphomamacs They attract most 
males, and are often able to take 
their pick from a wide variety of 
suitors They are api, however, to 
hold their sexual urges ın check while 
stil single But they amply compen- 
sate for this when they marry 

Females with blunt, snub or 
turned-up noses are usually of 
average size and roundness, but 
generously cadowed with firm, 
thrusting breasts and strong, affec- 
tionste thighs Their looks last longer 
than any other nose category 

They love to make love with the 
man who cherishes them, and to 
prove that he does it isn’t necessary 
for hum to offer material gifts like 
diamond sings The Misses Blunt and 
Company respect and beheve their 
lovers They are the best thing that 
ever happened, so far as the male sox 
15 concerned. 

There are not many females with 
crooked noses these days But if a 
gul does retain her crooked pro- 
bosais, the lucky male who latches 
on to her can look forward to a 
sexual liaison that is out of this 
world This 1s simply because gals 
with crooked noses don’t exactly get 
red roses 
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They are very anxious to please 
the potential marriage material that 
does come along They make a 
deltherate effort to learn all there 18 
to know about making a man 
delmiously happy, 1n bed or out of it 

Nose-watchers justify their charac- 
ter assessing science by pointing ont 
that the nose 1s permanent even ıf ıt 
may have been moulded mto a new 
shape hy a plastic surgeon It 15 
influenced only by the unconscious 
action of its possessor’s mind and 
formed by years of growth, during 
which thoughts, emotions, and pas 
sions have stamped ап indclihle 
character on it It cannot speak 
falsely 

All the traits of man and woman, 
their history, thei desires, their 
ambitions, end their brain power find 
expression 1n the nose It 1s the most 
notable feature of the human face 
divine because, unlike the smile, the 
expression of the eyes and the 
movement of the lips, 1t 15 not under 
control of the will. 

This is demonstrated even more 
dramatically m the male of the 
species Only dignified, cool-thınkıng 


í 


men, for instance, can wear aquiline 
or hooked noses with grace or effect 
They are not swted io the female 
face, and are only to be toleruted on 
women when counteracted hy un- 
usual charm or talent In males the 
diminutive pug, the symmetrical 
Grecian, and the haughty Roman 
have a remarkahle and distinct 
mdividuality which is noted w- 
stinctively by the female 

The great Napoleon Bonaparte, 
one of the most brillant generals 
who ever lived, was 2 skilful reader of 
the face and character of a man, and 
without 2 single exception he chose 
lus officers by the size and appear- 
ance of their noses. 

“Do not tell me of your ргойа- 
ency in the art of war,” he said toa 
would-be officer, “but let me observe 
the development of your nose." 

Napoleon had pıabahly absorbed 
Wilham Shakespeare’s maxim that 
“A good nose is requisite to smell 
out work" Firmly behevmg it, the 
conquering Frenchman collected 
round him the most luscious females, 
the strongest munds, the hravest 
hearts and the most loyal heutenants 


e 


“There! Now tf you fall the rope will save. you.” 
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His own nose was fierce m youth, 
and massive m later years If n hed 
heen half an inch shorter the 
deshmies of nations might have been 
totally different 

One of the most world-famous 
and distinctive noses on the current 
scene 15 stuck in the middie of Bob 
Hope’s face Explaimng how it got 
that way he says, “The day I was 
born, my mother took her first look 
at my nose, ‘Get the doctor hack’, 
she hollered ‘There’s been a terrible 
mustake They’ve taken the haby and 
teft the stork’ ” 

The man who has made a hetter 
living than anyone else out of a giant 
nose is Jimmy (Schnozzle) Durante 
He once told actress Tallulah Bank- 
head “For years Pye admired you 
from afar ” 

Said Bankhead. “With that nose, 
darling, how else?” 

A room in Jimmy’s Holywood 
home is jam-packed with models of 
enormous, sexy-looking noses They 
hang over shelyes, and hookcases, 
and are carved in bronze, clay and 
oak 

“Dey beautify the room,” says 
Durante with prde “I am now 
perspetuated for de rest of my hfe” 

* 


HIS OWN BREED 


Contmued from page 44 


For а long minute Clew pocred 
gloatingly at the lean, powerfully 
formed, longdegged grey horse As he 
gazed his look of irritation vanished 
and was replaced by one of savage 
craftiness Slowly and carefully Clew 
considered from all angles the idea 
that had come into his mind Young 
and fresh from the range as it was, 
the grey was in excellent trim — at 
the very height of из strength and 
speed 

As for Palo Verde Spring and ıts 
citizens, Clew was sick of them, he 
told himself In the three weeks or 
more he had been there he had well 
overstayed Ius welcome, and only his 
two guns and the will to use them 
had won him courtesy and considera- 
tion Today, when he had risked his 
neck for their amusement, they had 
given him ins due a little But hadn’t 
they got him drunk then and won his 
money to the last dollar? 

At the thought, Clew’s face set 
and his eyes grew hard as when he 
hud first looked at the horse, a 
killer’s stare Hitching at his crossed 
gunhelts, he trıed them to see that 
the butts of his two nofched-handled 
sıxshooters were ın easy reach Then 
with 4 purposeful stride he recrassed 
to the saloon he had emerged from 
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Pausıng m the deeper shadow 
beneath the wooden saloon awning, 
Clew swiftly unfastened his handker- 
chief from about his neck and tied ıt 
securcly over his face, icaving only 
his eyes exposed between kerchief 
edge and low-pulled hat brım They’d 
learn who ıt was soon enough when 
they missed the horse, but there was 
no use ın havıng a saloon full of 
eyewitnesses 

Having completed the job to his 
satisfaction, Clew tumed and strode 
boldly forward Shoving the swing 
doors mward with one hand he drew 
one of the huge 45s with the other 
Then as he stepped clear and the 
doors swung shut behind him, his 
freed hand dropped and rose with 
the second gun 

"Put them up everybody!’ Clew 
snarled To give force to the order his 
arms tensed and both guns blazed 
deafenmely, low over the heads of 
the crowd “Up with your hands, and 
keep them up!” Clew repeated as the 
тоаг of the shots died away “Now 
feller, you take your hat and go 
among these gents for their money 
Start at their barkeeper’s cash drawer 
and make Irwin your next stop Take 
only paper money,” Clew directed to 
the man nearest him 

Hurriediy the man did as ordered 
while Clew’s guns faced the crowd 
unwavermgly During a silence brittle 
as glass, the man crossed to the bar 
and warted while the bartender piled 
his hat half full of loose bills Then 
he crossed to Irwin Grudgingly, but 
without show of resistance, Jake 
dropped his huge zoll af horse sale 
money ınto the hat 

Half the number had been covered 
when a tank, hawk-faced cowman 
reached mto his pocket But instead 
of bringing ‘out money, a gun 
gleamed ommously as his hand 
flashed into sight With lus own guns 
already out and levelled and his hard 
eyes following the collector intently, 
Clew was instantly m action 

The huge weapon in his right hand 
flamed rediy and the cowman with 
the gun crumpled to the floor 
Catching the first man’s move and 
given a reckless courage from it a 
second man began to draw from a 
lowcut belt bolster 

His gun was out and msing before 
Clew caught sieht of it But Сем 
already drawn and levelled weapons 
saved hım Roanng deafeningly they 
cut the man down where he stood 

“Try at! Try your luck,” Clew 
taunted recklessly But no one else 
moved With two men down without 
either having fired his gun, the crowd 
stood in cowed and bitter stillness 
until the cowman with the hat had 
completed his round. 


Keeping the man between himself 
and the crowd-filled room, Clew 
deftly holstered one of his guns and 
circled the heaped hat with his free 
arm 

“Now get back there with the 
others, and the whole bunch of you 
back down to the far end of the 
100m,” Clew directed the hat carner 
and crowd m one breath. “Pm gow 
to be nght outside this door for a 
while watin’ to sec who wants to 
drop next and I want you where 
you'll make good targets,” he added, 
backing aganst the yielding swing 
doors 

A moment later he was through 
and the spring-geared hinges of the 
doors had swung them shut The 
instant they closed Clew turned and 
headed toward the corral gate on the 
run Well enough he knew that even 
the threatened menace of hıs guns 
would not hold the ınfurıated crowd 
long 

Too carefully Бад Clew gone over 
the thing, judging the distance and 
the position of his mount to miss 1 
among the other horses that lined the 
fence Without a moment’s hesitation 
he reached the grey Springing to its 
head he tugged fiercely at the stout 
halter rape Knowing the horse's 
strength, Irwın’s man had secured а 
heavy rope irom the grey’s neck to 
one of the thick corral posts and 
knotted 1t hard! 

Clew had overlooked this possi- 
bihty, but he was too resourceful to 
have it stop him. Jerking a long- 
bladed pack-knife from his pocket he 
slashed through the rope 

Pansing briefly beside the splendid 
animal Clew ran his eyes gloatingly 
over the grey's lean-bodied Imes, 
then glanced toward the saloon with 
narrowing cyes In spite of his quick 
getaway he saw that he now had no 
tune to lose 

He had stuffed the money in his 
shirt front as he ran and had not even 
paused to unfasten the knotted 
handkerchief that masked his face 
Yet as Clew gazed he saw the saloon 
doors crash open and a stream of 
shouting, maddened men pour 
through them 

In the bright moonhght Ciew 
caught the gleam of guns in their 
hands and heard the pounding rush 
of thesr boot heels as they headed 
toward the corral But his thin lips 
curled scornfully With the moncy 
safe m his shirt and the fastest horse 
im the region beside him, Clew had 
no thought of failure 

Already he could see himself in 
another town far from the present 
scene He could hear his voice as he 
boasted of his exploits, telling some 
carefully planned story of how he 


had cared or won the money, and 
enlarging upon his conquest of the 
grey he rode He could sce the nods 
of approval and envy from his 
listeners and hear them as they 
invited him up to the bar to пак 

These thoughts passed before 
Clew’s mind in the moment he stood 
beside the grey Then he swung 
himself Into the saddle Jerking the 
horse’s head ioward the open gate 
Clew's spurs bit deeply 

‘hrough ihe wide-swung corral 
gate the oncoming men saw Clew 
mount and turn the horse toward 
them, and a cry ot rage and 
disappointment went up lrom their 
ranks With some distance still 
separating them they realised they 
would be too late to stop the rider 
Strung out as they were, none dared 
shoot for fear of hitting the others 
Beaten, the crowd halted 

“Shoot him! Try him with yore 
sixguns quick А man began from 
the rear Then his voice hushed at a 
strange sound from the men ahead 

Across the width of moonhght 
flooded space the onlookers saw the 
grey horse hurl forward at the rake 
of Clew's spurs The next instant the 
lunging grey seemed to rise — to 
tower to a gigantic height, lie some 
savage winged creature on the point 
of fhght The man «nd horse sank 
earthward as the grey pitched Баск- 
ward! 

From where they stood the 
watchers heard ihe crushing thud as 
the horse streck the earth 

But even then the drama was not 
fully ended For as the horse sprang 
to its feet after its death-dealing 
lunge the watchers saw the sprawted 
figure left upon the earth stir, saw it 
writhe briefly up! Prop) ипзей 
оп one elbow wıth the last spark of 
lus vanishing vitality Clew emptied a 
sixshooter into the head of the killer 
horse 

Man and horse were dead when 
the crowd reached them- Few spoke 
as they straightened Clews figure 
and slipped from his face the red 
bandana — dyed more deeply now 
with the bright red that flecked his 
clenched lips 

It was old Jake Irwin who voiced 
what all felr “Under the stress of his 
gamblin and then the plannin’ and 
carryın out of this hold-up, Clew 
overlooked a vital point — which was 
the importance of the grey knowin’ 
hum in order for hun to nde t 
agam. Jake sud slowly Tlunkin 
only of gethn' away, Clew come 
dartın out here with a mask over his 
face and ’thout no fresh hkker on his 
breath The grey didn't recognise him 
either by sight or sme, and Ке; 
lum!” = 
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